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THE  WHITE  DRESS 


When  they  stepped  out  of  the  plane  at  Miami,  Marny  San- 
derson had  an  obscurely  frightening  sense  of  impending 
danger.  She  had  come  to  Florida  with  her  employer,  Tim 
Wales,  President  of  the  Wales  Airlines.  She  was,  behind  the 
scenes,  a  power  in  the  company  as  super-secretary  and  ad- 
viser. With  them  came  Andre  Durant,  a  Latin-looking  young 
man  who  had  turned  up  in  New  York  with  a  letter  of  in- 
troduction from  Tim's  beautiful  second  wife  asking  Tim  to 
give  him  a  job. 

They  arrived  at  the  Wales'  fantastic  place  on  Shadow 
Island  in  Biscayne  Bay  before  dinner,  and  Marny  decided  to 
have  a  swim  in  the  secluded  pool.  Durant  joined  her  and 
after  they  had  finished  their  swim  he  took  Marny  in  his  arms 
and  kissed  her.  Was  she,  she  wondered,  even  a  little  bit  in  love 
with  this  mysterious  stranger  whom  she  knew  so  slightly 
and  who  was  so  expert  in  the  ways  of  night  clubs? 

They  parted,  and  as  Marny  was  dressing  there  was  a  knock 
on  her  door.  She  admitted  a  slight  girl  whom  she  had  never 
seen  before,  who  was  evidently  under  great  stress  of  emo- 
tion. She  announced  that  she  was  Cecily,  Andre's  wife,  and 
that  she  had  come  to  kill  Marny  because  she  wouldn't  let 


her  have  Andre.  While  saying  this  she  was  flourishing  a  re- 
volver. The  girl  finally  stumbled  out.  Marny  rushed  down- 
stairs to  find  the  distraught  Cecily.  Searching  the  grounds, 
she  came  on  a  figure  lying  with  its  face  dug  into  the  sand. 

As  she  stooped  in  horror,  Commander  Bill  Cameron,  an- 
other guest,  stepped  out  of  the  shadow  and  demanded  that 
she  tell  him  what  happened.  He,  of  course,  assumed  that 
Marny  had  killed  the  girl  and  evidently  wanted  to  help  her 
frame  up  a  story.  Although  drawn  to  this  stocky  young  man, 
Marny  could  not  help  but  wonder  what  he  knew  of  Cecily 
and  how  he  happened  to  be  on  hand  just  then.  But  there  were 
other  enigmas  to  plague  Marny 's  now  fully  realized  appre- 
hension of  danger.  What  was  Tim  Wales'  wife  to  Andre? 
Where  did  the  great  Tim  Wales  stand  in  this?  Where  was 
the  revolver  Cecily  had  carried?  As  the  police  swung  into 
action,  many  and  confusing  clues  were  uncovered,  but  there 
was  yet  another  murder,  again  with  Marny  discovering  the 
corpse. 

Mrs.  Eberhart  has  never  done  a  novel  of  more  action  and 
sustained  interest.  As  always,  her  use  of  atmosphere  and  back- 
ground, this  time  the  tropical  island,  lends  intensity  and  con- 
viction to  the  mystery. 
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THE  WHITE  DRESS 


CHAPTER  7 


At  six  they  landed  at  Miami  and  Judith  and  Winnie  met 
them. 

As  always,  the  sweet,  moist  tropical  air,  falling  on  them 
like  a  perfume  as  they  walked  down  the  runway,  marked  the 
distance  they  had  come.  Only  that  morning  they  had  been  in 
the  modern,  civilized  skyscraper  world  of  New  York  City. 
Now,  with  a  few  hours  intervening,  they  were  in  the  tropics, 
three  hundred  miles  south  of  Cairo,  actually.  New  York  had 
been  hot  and  lazy  with  summer,  but  this  was  different;  the 
sky  had  a  softer  blue,  the  palms  moved  with  a  whispering 
grace  against  it;  a  dusty  cloud  of  smoke  drifted  from  a  fire 
somewhere  in  the  Everglades,  as  if  reminding  them  of  the 
strange,  savage  world  that  lay  outside,  still  untamed  and  un- 
conquered.  There  was  a  world  which,  at  night,  seemed  to 
creep  nearer,  stealthily,  as  if  in  an  everlasting  attempt  to  re- 
claim its  own. 

She  faced  an  unexpected  and  obscurely  frightening 
thought;  it  was  nonsense  and  yet  it  had  a  certain  authority 
strong  enough  for  Marny  to  pause  a  second,  her  hand  on  the 
railing,  caught  by  an  absurd  compulsion  to  retreat,  to  turn 
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around,  re-enter  the  plane,  go  back  to  New  York,  go  any- 
where, but  go.  It  was  exactly  as  i£  she  were  afraid  of  some- 
thing, as  if  some  vague  and  unaccountable  uneasiness,  un- 
realized or,  at  least,  certainly  not  acknowledged,  had  crys- 
tallized that  moment  and  become  fear. 

Fear?  But  fear  had  to  have  an  object  and  there  was  none. 
It  was  as  baseless  as  the  balmy,  humid  air.  Tim  was  already 
ahead  and  she  was  holding  up  the  other  passengers. 

She  followed  Tim  as  he  bounced  down  the  runway. 

Tim  Wales  quite  naturally  was  the  first  passenger  of!  the 
plane,  although  he  had  sat  in  the  choice  single  seat  on  the 
right,  away  up  ahead.  His  promptness  in  getting  back  to 
the  door  and  out  of  the  plane  first  was  not,  however,  because 
he  was  president  of  the  Wales  Airlines,  which  spanned  the 
globe  like  silver  threads,  making  a  shining  web  over  the  planet 
with  Tim  Wales  in  its  center.  Nobody  stood  back  for  him  in 
deference;  the  plane  was  one  of  the  company's  regular  pas- 
senger air  liners,  but  probably  no  one  on  it  except  Marny 
and  Andre  (and  of  course  the  crew)  knew  he  was  the  great 
Tim  Wales.  He  got  to  the  runway  first  merely  because  it  was 
in  Tim's  nature  to  beat  anybody  to  the  draw,  whether  it  was  a 
contract  for  a  foreign  air  base  or  getting  off  a  plane. 

This  time  Winnie,  his  daughter,  and  Judith,  his  young  and 
beautiful  second  wife,  were  waiting.  Marny  knew  him  per- 
haps better  than  anyone  except  Judith  and  Winnie  but  she 
was  never  quite  certain  of  what  to  expect  from  him.  Except 
for  his  eyes  (granite  eyes  with  sparks  of  cold  light  in  them) 


he  looked  rather  like  a  fat,  shiny,  slightly  bald  but  very  rosy 
and  healthy  child.  He  was  incredibly  energetic,  always 
buoyant  and  coupled  swift-leaping  imagination  with  a  cold, 
acute  business  sense. 

He  took  off  his  hat  and  waved  it  furiously.  Winnie  was 
standing  inside  the  gate,  waving  too,  laughing,  and  so  ex- 
actly like  the  first  Mrs.  Wales  that  it  was  always  a  little  aston- 
ishing to  see  her.  Except,  of  course,  she  was  young  and  at- 
tractive with  her  neat  brown  hair  in  a  bun  on  her  neck,  her 
fresh  high  color,  her  lipsticked  red  mouth  and  even  white 
teeth,  her  tanned,  bare  legs.  She  had  slimmed  down  since 
Marny  had  last  seen  her,  in  the  winter,  just  before  Winnie 
and  Judith  left  for  the  Florida  house  and  the  stay  which  had 
been  lengthened,  by  degrees,  for  so  many  weeks.  By  nature 
rather  on  the  stocky  side,  Winnie  was  now  reasonably  slender, 
and  it  was  becoming  to  her.  Her  wholesome,  laughing  face 
showed  very  attractive  lines;  her  bones  were  large  and  now 
that  she  had  lost  some  of  the  extra  flesh  that  had  padded  them, 
were  visibly  well  shaped. 

Tim  kissed  his  daughter  enthusiastically,  and  passed  her  on 
to  Marny.  "Darling,"  she  said,  embracing  Marny  and  wafting 
a  new  and  very  successful  perfume  around  her.  "Judith's  in 
the  car.  How  are  you,  Father  ?  Marny,  you  always  look  mar- 
velous. Andre  .  .  ." 

Andre  Durant  had  followed  Marny.  Winnie  embraced  him 
with  hearty  cordiality  as  she  had  Marny;  he  kissed  her  and 
pulled  her  arm  through  his.  Marny  saw  it,  naturally;  but 
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rather  unnaturally  she  looked  quickly  away.  Andre's  dark 
head  bent  like  that  over  Winnie! 

But  everybody  always  kissed  everybody  else  on  arrival  any- 
where. It  didn't  mean  anything,  and  even  if  it  did  it  was 
nothing  to  her.  Andre  Durant  was  only  a  man  she'd  known 
(because  Judith  sent  him  to  Tim  Wales  in  New  York  with  a 
letter  of  introduction)  for  exactly  a  week.  They  had  lunched, 
dined,  gone  to  some  musicals,  done  the  night  clubs,  danced. 
Because  Tim  asked  her  to  go  about  with  him,  because  Andre 
was  a  friend  of  Judith's,  because  Tim  wanted  him  to  enjoy 
New  York.  If  she  wasn't  going  to  like  it  when  she  saw  Andre 
kiss  somebody  else,  even  lightly  on  the  cheek,  like  that,  then 
she  was  in  for  a  bad  time  because  Andre  would  probably 
kiss  everybody  all  his  life. 

Which  was  an  irrelevant  and  silly  thought  and  had  noth- 
ing to  do  with  her.  But  she  listened,  all  the  same.  He  said, 
"Winnie,  dear!  It's  grand  to  see  you.  How  was  the  tennis 
match?  How  are  you?  How's  Judith?" 

"Come  along,  come  along,"  fussed  Tim,  bouncing  ahead 
again  and  through  the  building,  letting  Marny  and  Andre 
and  Winnie  follow  him  to  the  long,  shining  car,  chauflfeur- 
driven,  in  which  Judith  sat  waiting  for  them. 

"Darlings,"  she  said.  Her  voice  was  low  and  husky  and 
beautiful.  "How  wonderful!  Winnie,  did  you  see  to  their 
baggage  ?  Tim,  my  precious,  you  look  too  marvelous.  Sit  by 
me,  Marny.  Andre,  how  did  you  like  New  York?" 

Winnie  had  seemed  smart  and  pretty  with  her  wholesome, 


fresh  face  and  her  white  sports  dress,  pearls  at  her  throat  and 
in  her  ears,  her  new  comparative  slimness  and  new  perfume, 
until  they  saw  Judith.  Judith  was  so  lovely,  so  sleek,  so  stream- 
lined and  smart  and  groomed  down  to  the  last  fine  detail 
that,  by  comparison,  she  made  Winnie  lapse  into  the  thick, 
rather  awkward  girl  of  teen  age  that  she  had  actually  been. 
Marny  got  into  the  car  beside  Judith  and  felt  Judith's  slender, 
cool  cheek  press  her  own  in  the  only  gesture  of  affectionate 
greeting  Judith  allowed  herself  and  wondered  if  she,  too,  be- 
side Judith's  perfection,  slipped  back  to  the  gangling,  uncer- 
tain, awkward  little-girl  state.  But  she  liked  Judith;  every- 
body liked  her:  Winnie,  who  might  have  been  expected  to 
dislike  the  beautiful  young  woman  who  had  slipped  into 
her  mother's  place  and  who  instead  had  loved,  mimicked, 
run  errands  for  and  adored  her  from  the  beginning;  Tim, 
who'd  fallen  in  love  with  her  at  what  amounted  to  first  sight. 
The  business  staff,  the  servants,  trained  by  the  first  Mrs. 
Wales,  resenting  and  fearing  the  advent  of  the  new  and 
young  Mrs.  Wales,  had  at  once  succumbed  to  her  beauty 
and  friendliness — as  had  Marny  herself. 

When  she  first  heard  of  the  projected  marriage,  two  years 
ago,  she'd  been  skeptical,  mainly  because  of  Judith's  youth 
and  Tim's  money.  She  knew  little  of  Judith,  only  what  Tim 
had  told  her.  Judith  was  young,  she  was  a  widow,  Tim  had 
met  her  during  a  trip  to  Buenos  Aires  and  married  her  as 
soon  as  she  arrived  in  New  York.  Marny 's  slight  skepticism 
did  not  survive  her  first  interview  with  Judith. 
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She  looked  at  Judith  now,  as  the  porter  finished  stowing 
the  bags  in  the  back  and  the  big  car  moved  smoothly  away. 
Judith  looked  remarkably  well.  She  was  only  lightly  tanned, 
as  if  she  knew  that  a  certain  pallor  was  becoming  to  her. 
Her  black  hair  was  done  with  a  long,  straight  white  part  in 
the  middle  and  a  kind  of  fan  on  her  neck,  so  smoothly  and 
so  neatly  that  you  felt  there  was  not  a  hair  out  of  place.  She 
wore  white,  too,  simple  and  straight,  with  a  green  belt  and 
green  sandals  and  an  emerald  Tim  had  given  her  as  an  an- 
niversary present,  glowing  on  her  long,  lovely  hand.  She  was 
wearing  mother-of-pearl  nail  polish,  instead  of  red  or  pink. 
There  was  no  detail  of  dress  too  small  to  engage  Judith's 
lively  and  experimental  attention.  Tim  had  her  other  hand 
in  his  own.  She  turned  to  smile  at  him,  but  he  was  leaning 
out,  in  order  to  watch  ahead  through  the  space  between 
Andre  and  Winnie  who  sat  on  the  folding  seats,  and  drive 
mentally  with  the  chauffeur.  He  did  not  return  Judith  s 
smile  and,  in  fact,  except  for  clasping  his  young  wife's  hand, 
looked  rather  preoccupied  and  grim.  The  lines  showed 
sharply  around  his  eyes  and  mouth  as  they  did  when  he  was 
intent  upon  some  urgent  business  problem  and  something 
he  intended  to  settle  promptly  and  in  any  way  he  could  em- 
ploy to  settle  it.  Tim  was  always  within  the  law  but  was  not 
too  scrupulous  about  the  finer  points  of  human  relationship 
when  he  wanted  his  way.  He'd  been  distrait,  Marny  re- 
flected briefly,  for  several  days.  Probably  some  business  deal 
was  brewing  and  seething  in  his  active  mind  and  he  was 


simply  not  ready  to  tell  her  about  it  yet.  It  was  always  like 
that.  Yet  he  depended  upon  her,  in  an  odd  way,  too. 

Winnie  was  talking  rapidly,  about  the  week's  tennis  match 
in  which,  it  developed  as  Andre  questioned  her,  she  had  won 
a  cup;  about  some  recent  changes  in  the  house,  about  their 
trip,  and  the  weather  in  New  York,  and  how  nice  it  was  to 
have  them  there.  Winnie  was  always  dependable  socially; 
Judith  rarely.  Tim  peered  ahead  at  the  traffic.  Judith  smiled 
and  listened. 

They  turned  along  Biscayne  Boulevard  and  the  smell  of 
the  sea  came  through  the  open  windows  of  the  car.  Winnie 
said,  "We  had  no  idea  you  were  planning  to  come,  Father. 
Did  you  come  on  business  or  just  to  see  us?" 

For  an  instant  Tim  said  nothing.  Judith's  lovely  face  was 
very  still.  Everyone,  suddenly,  in  the  car  seemed  to  listen. 
Winnie  turned,  surprise  in  her  candid  face,  and  repeated, 
"Why  did  you  come?" 

"Wanted  to,"  said  Tim.  "Glad  to  see  me?" 

"But  of  course,"  cried  Winnie.  Judith  said  nothing.  Win- 
nie chattered  on:  "Charlie  Ingram  is  here  too.  Staying  at 
his  place  on  Silver  Point.  He's  coming  to  dinner." 

Marny  remembered  and  liked  Charlie  Ingram,  a  perennial 
bachelor  of  fifty-odd,  of  vaguely  English  background,  who 
lived  on  an  inherited  income  and  flitted  in  and  about  so- 
ciety with  the  greatest  good  nature,  kindliness  and  popu- 
larity. 

"He's  taken  up  tennis  again,"  went  on  Winnie.  "He's  de- 
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veloped  a  really  good  backhand  drive.  He's  one  of  Judith's 
admirers  this  summer."  She  laughed,  but  admiringly,  at 
Judith.  "He's  underfoot  all  the  time." 

Marny  thought  suddenly  and  rather  sharply :  Why  exactly 
had  they  come  to  Florida? 

It  had  been  Tim's  decision  and  a  sudden  one. 

This  was  Monday.  Sunday  about  noon  he  had  announced 
they  were  going  to  Florida,  he  and  Marny  and  Andre  Durant 
and  that  was  all.  At  nine-thirty  Monday  they  had  been 
ushered  (with  some  ceremony  and  welcome)  into  one  of 
his  own  passenger  planes. 

For  Andre,  of  course,  it  was  returning;  it  was  in  Miami 
Beach  that  he'd  met  Judith.  But  Tim  had  added  no  word 
to  his  announcement  of  the  impending  journey.  Usually 
he  explained  trips  to  Marny,  telling  her  why,  telling 
her  what  he  intended  to  accomplish,  outlining  her  own 
duties.  He'd  had  time  to  tell  her  all  that  on  the  plane  and 
hadn't. 

She  hadn't,  however,  given  it  any  particular  thought  until 
then.  Certainly,  whatever  the  reason  was,  it  was  a  perfectly 
matter-of-fact  and  sensible  one. 

The  plane  trip  had  been  monotonous  yet  tiring.  That  and 
the  sharply  unwelcome  notion  of  something  inexorable  and 
rather  frightening  in  the  steady  encroachment  of  the  tropical 
night  plucked  a  little  at  Marny 's  nerves.  Unbidden  and  un- 
expected and  certainly  unwelcome,  another  thought  entered 
her  mind :  had  Tim  failed  to  tell  her  the  reason  for  their  trip 
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because  it  was  a  personal  one?  Had  it  anything  to  do  with 
Judith? 

She  glanced  at  them  again;  Judith's  lovely  hand  in  Tim's 
fat,  shiny,  strong  one;  Tim's  preoccupied,  uncommunicative 
face.  Had  Judith  tired  of  that  marriage  ? 

That  was  unfair;  merely  a  thought  with  no  rhyme  and 
reason  for  it.  Judith  and  Tim  were  exactly  as  they'd  always 
been,  happy  and  in  love,  in  spite  of  the  difference  in  their 
ages,  in  spite  of  Judith's  look  of  glamour  and  sophistication 
and  the  romantic  atmosphere  that  somehow  surrounded  her 
wherever  she  went. 

So  far  as  Marny  knew,  and  she  would  certainly  have 
known  otherwise,  without  any  justification  for  it.  If  Judith 
had  had  lovers,  Winnie  would  have  known  it;  Marny  would 
have  known  it. 

Moreover,  Tim  Wales,  with  his  shrewdness,  his  intuition, 
his  great  sensitiveness  to  people's  feelings  would  probably 
have  known  it  first. 

No,  the  reason  for  their  trip  had  nothing  to  do  with  Judith, 
not,  at  least,  in  that  sense.  As  Marny  thought  that,  Judith 
turned  her  exquisite,  triangular  face  with  its  pointed  chin 
and  high  cheekbones,  its  wide,  soft  dark  eyes  and  arched, 
shining  eyebrows  and  smiled  at  her.  The  uneasy  question, 
almost,  again,  the  fear  (but  of  nothing  certainly)  was  in- 
stantly made  the  absurdity  it  actually  had  to  be.  Marny  felt 
her  heart  warming  toward  Judith  as  she  always  did  when 
Judith  smiled  like  that.  In  a  queer  way  Judith  and  Andre 


Durant  were  alike;  both  of  them  had  the  most  extraordinary, 
apparently  unstudied  and  unconscious  charm. 

Winnie  turned,  putting  her  large,  fair  forearm  across  the 
back  of  the  folding  seat.  "You  are  very  quiet,  Marny,"  she 
said.  "Tired?  We'll  soon  be  at  the  house.  We've  done  won- 
ders with  it  this  year,  Judith  and  I.  Of  course,  we  never 
stayed  in  Florida  long  enough  to  do  anything,  other  seasons. 
But  it's  really  awfully  nice  in  the  summer,  you  know.  We 
like  it  better,  honestly,  than  the  winter  tourist  season.  There's 
always  a  breeze  and  .  .  .  Here  we  turn  off."  She  leaned  for- 
ward and  poked  the  chauffeur  efficiently.  "Turn  here,  then 
right  across  the  bridge." 

"New  chauffeur?"  asked  Tim. 

"We've  had  him  a  week,"  said  Judith  lazily.  "He  can't 
drive  but  don't  be  nervous,  darling.  We'll  be  home  in  a 
minute  or  two.  It's  so  hard  to  get  any  help  now.  But  Win- 
nie finds  them,  I  don't  know  how.  Winnie  is  wonderful." 

They  were  on  the  causeway,  with  Miami  glittering  in  the 
setting  sun  behind  them  now,  strung  with  a  few  early  lights 
as  if  they  were  jewels,  and  ahead  of  them  Miami  Beach 
stretching  to  the  right  and  left  beyond  the  bay,  green  and 
white  and  beautiful.  Islands  like  emeralds  dotted  the  bay. 
Presently  they  would  turn,  and  turn  again,  cross  a  bridge 
and  reach  Shadow  Island,  which  Tim  had  bought  several 
years  before. 

Andre  seemed  to  be  going  to  the  island  with  them;  it  ap- 
peared to  be  taken  for  granted.  Perhaps  he'd  been  staying 


at  Shadow  Island  before  Judith  sent  him  to  New  York  with 
the  letter  to  Tim.  It  was  odd,  thought  Marny,  that  in  all  her 
conversation  with  Andre  during  that  week,  she  didn't  hap- 
pen to  know  that. 

She  didn't,  and  if  it  came  to  that,  she  did  not  know  very 
much  about  him.  She  had  an  impression  that  Judith  had 
asked  Tim  to  give  him  a  job;  if  so,  however,  Tim  had  not 
mentioned  it  to  her.  She  knew  that  he  was  young,  good 
company  and  vouched  for  by  Judith.  There  was  something 
vaguely  foreign  about  him.  She  knew  he  had  lived  in  France 
and  in  various  Caribbean  islands  and  had  traveled  consid- 
erably. He  had  gone  to  school,  briefly,  he'd  said  once,  in 
England,  but  he  spoke  American  with  only  a  touch  of  any 
sort  of  accent  and  that  was,  if  anything,  French.  He  was 
good  at  swimming,  tennis,  dancing,  and  knew  odd  bits  of 
information  on  many  and  varied  subjects.  He  was  attrac- 
tive—too attractive  ? — gay,  handsome  in  a  rather  casual,  care- 
less way.  She  knew  how  he'd  laughed,  she  knew  he  liked 
a  rumba  and  danced  with  an  easy  Latin  rhythm,  she  knew — 
well,  that  was  enough.  Why  should  she  catalogue  the  vir- 
tues of  Andre  Durant,  whose  black  head  was  bent  near 
Winnie's  as  they  both  leaned  near  the  open  window  to  watch 
the  jewel-like  lights  of  Miami? 

They  turned  off  the  causeway  and  crossed  a  bridge.  It  was 
the  only  approach  to  the  island  by  road.  During  the  previous 
summers  when  the  house  had  been  closed,  the  bridge  was 
closed  off  by  a  chain.  The  car  went  through  coral  gates,  and 


««§  14  §^ 

along  a  winding  avenue  set  so  beautifully  and  so  thickly 
with  tropical  flowering  shrubs  that  it  blazed  with  scarlet 
and  red  and  purple. 

It  was  by  that  time  growing  dusk,  so  the  shadows  along 
the  driveway  were  soft  and  thick.  Another  turn  and  they 
approached  the  house,  long,  white,  Spanish  in  effect,  with 
grilled  iron,  lacy  and  painted  white,  along  the  balconies, 
and  lights  glowing  inside. 

It  was  a  beautiful  house.  It  suited  the  palms,  the  thick, 
rustling  bamboos,  the  bougainvillaea  and  poinciana,  and  the 
blue  waters  of  the  bay  as  perfectly  as  if  it  had  grown  there. 
Its  modern,  stylized  lines  were  in  complete  and  beautiful 
harmony  with  the  brilliant,  bold  colors  of  the  tropical  set- 
ting. On  the  south,  directly  below  it,  lay  the  bay,  blue  now 
in  the  dusk.  On  the  north  was  a  swimming  pool,  tiled  in 
blue.  They  caught  a  glimpse  of  it  through  thick  shrubbery. 

It  looked  cool  and  inviting.  A  quick  swim  before  dinner 
was  exactly  what  she  needed,  thought  Marny.  Something 
was  wrong  with  her,  something  that  the  tropic  twilight,  the 
lush  greens,  the  bright  scarlets,  the  sweet,  humid  air  had 
sharpened,  rather  than  lulled.  It  was  like  a  bud,  that  small 
hidden  sense  of  uneasiness,  forced  by  the  tropical  air  into 
swift,  full — and  rather  sinister — bloom. 


CHAPTER  2 


It  was,  however,  an  imaginary  bloom;  something  she  could 
not  see  or  touch  or  account  for  in  any  way  and  she'd  have 
to  hurry  for  her  swim. 

Winnie  took  charge  as  the  car  stopped  and  moved  things 
along  briskly;  dinner  would  be  at  eight,  drinks  on  the  ter- 
race above  the  bay,  now  or  at  any  time. 

Under  Winnie's  brisk  direction  and  bustling  there  was  no 
chance  for  further  talk.  Before  she  realized  it,  Marny  found 
herself  in  one  of  the  guest  rooms — a  charming  room — all 
modern  blond  wood  and  thick  beige  rugs  and  pale-pink 
cushions.  An  open  door  led  to  a  balcony,  from  which  wind- 
ing iron  steps,  painted  white  and  laden  with  purple  flower- 
ing bougainvillaea  led  down  to  the  strip  of  lawn  and  the  bay. 
Winnie  had  painstakingly  decorated  the  house  and  it  made 
a  perfect  background  for  Judith's  own  perfection. 

A  small  colored  maid,  neatly  aproned  and  capped,  ap- 
peared to  unpack  Marny 's  bags  and  see  to  the  towels  in  the 
sea-green  and  scarlet  bathroom  adjoining. 
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The  quiet  was  soothing  after  the  steady,  strong  drone  of 
the  airplane  engines. 

It  would  be  even  quieter  in  the  pool. 

She  searched  out  the  white  two-piece  bathing  suit  she  had 
packed  hurriedly  the  night  before  and  got  into  it,  quickly. 
Her  small  mid-riff  looked  rather  white,  but  a  few  days  of 
Florida  sunshine  would  cure  that.  She  slid  her  tanned  feet 
into  scarlet  sandals,  twisted  her  dark  hair  into  a  bathroom 
knot  on  top  of  her  head  and  fastened  it  with  combs,  con- 
sidered and  rejected  the  hot  stickiness  of  a  bathing  cap,  and 
went  to  the  pool. 

She  knew  the  house  rather  uncertainly.  She  could  cross 
the  balcony,  go  down  the  twisting  iron  stairway,  and  around 
either  end  of  the  house,  but  probably  there  were  people  on 
the  wide  porch  for  which  the  balcony  just  there  formed  a 
roof. 

She  took  the  back  way,  narrow  back  stairs  and  a  hall  which 
ran  past  the  kitchen  door.  She  met  no  one  on  the  way;  there 
were  only  the  clatter  of  dishes  and  smell  of  cooking  from  the 
kitchen. 

She  went  quietly  across  the  driveway  leading  toward  the 
garage.  Once  beyond  the  hibiscus  hedge,  flaming  outwardly 
with  scarlet  yet  deep  blue  in  the  shadows  below,  she  felt 
singularly  removed  from  the  house. 

The  pool  was  an  even  deeper  blue;  she  sat  on  the  flag- 
stone border  around  it  and  took  off  her  sandals  thoughtfully. 

She  glanced  back  toward  the  high-enclosing  hedge,  and 
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the  green-shuttered  windows  of  the  house.  Would  Andre 
see  her  ?  And  would  he  come  to  swim  with  her — the  two  of 
them,  alone,  in  the  cool  blue  water  with  the  dusky,  tranquil 
;ky  above  them  ? 

She  broke  of?  that  train  of  thought  abruptly.  She  slid  into 
the  water,  turned  over  on  her  back  and  floated,  barely  using 
her  hands,  deliberately  aware  only  of  the  slight  movement  of 
her  slim  body  and  the  coolness  of  the  water. 

She  wouldn't  think  of  Andre  Durant,  and  she'd  conquer 
the  abruptly  flowering  sense  of  something  that  was  so  like — 
well,  like  fear! 

All  right,  then,  face  it  and  analyze  it,  she  told  herself,  half 
in  earnest  and  half  in  self -derision.  Fear  of  what?  Certainly 
nothing  definable,  nothing  she  could  analyze  or  even  iden- 
tify; merely  this  was  an  uneasiness  that  surrounded  her  as 
softly,  as  intangibly  and  as  inexorably  as  the  deepening  tropic 
shadow. 

Well,  then,  forget  it. 

She  swam  and  floated  again.  Usually  it  was  easy  to  float 
like  that,  for  a  few  moments,  away  from  the  job  and  the 
facade  she  had,  perhaps  unconsciously,  perhaps  in  self- 
defense,  built  for  herself,  back  to  plain  Marny  Sanderson 
who  didn't  have  to  worry  about  keeping  her  feet  on  the 
rung  she'd  got  to  on  a  steep  ladder. 

How  easily  she  could  slip  off  that  rung!  Due  to  ill  luck, 
due  to  a  wrong  decision,  due  to  being  a  woman!  Due  to 
Andre. 
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There  she  was  back  to  Andre  again  and  glancing  again 
toward  the  green  hedge  between  her  and  the  house. 

She  gave  herself  a  violent  push,  turning  so  she  could  not 
see  the  house.  Her  body  glided  through  the  water;  every 
thing  was  quiet  and  cool  and  there  was  no  one  anywhere — 
especially  no  Andre — and  nothing  but  the  water  and  the 
darkening  sky,  and  the  lush,  protecting  lines  of  hibiscus  all 
around. 

She  never  knew  how  long  the  man  at  the  rim  of  the  pool 
had  stood  there  watching  her.  She  never  knew  how  she  knew 
that  she  was  being  watched,  or  what  made  her  catch  herself 
and  lift  her  head  and  look  toward  the  end  of  the  pool,  oppo- 
site to  the  house,  not  far  from  the  driveway.  She  did  so,  how- 
ever, with  sudden  expectancy  as  if  someone  had  spoken  to 
her. 

He  was  quite  near;  she  had  floated  almost  to  the  end  of  the 
pool.  He  was  looking  across  the  strip  of  clear  water  directly 
into  her  eyes. 

He  was  in  uniform.  He  carried  a  cap  in  his  hand.  Seen  from 
the  water,  there  was  an  extraordinary  strength  and  solidity 
about  him,  as  if  he  had  planted  himself  there  and  could  not 
possibly  be  removed,  except  by  his  own  will.  He  was,  for  a 
rather  shocked  instant,  a  part  of  the  dream  into  which  she  had 
drifted,  a  figure  coming  from  nowhere,  silently  adding  itself 
to  the  fantasy. 

Then  she  realized  that  several  seconds  had  passed  and  hey 
were  still  looking  directly  into  each  other's  eyes.  Directly  and 
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very  intently,  almost  as  if  they  had  known  each  other  or  were 
going  to  know  each  other. 

But  she  couldn't  have  known  him;  she'd  have  remembered 
him.  In  any  case  she  must  move,  break  that  silence,  and  that 
locked  and  seeking  look.  The  white,  short  skirt  of  her  bathing 
suit  lay  on  top  of  the  water.  She  whirled  over  so  quickly  that 
she  got  salt  water  in  her  eyes  and  soaked  her  hair.  She  pushed 
the  wet  hair  back  and  said,  "Who  are  you?  What  do  you 
want?" 

It  was  not  in  her  office  voice — that  pleasant,  cool  voice  she 
had  learned  and  tried  to  use,  although  with  only  a  modicum 
of  success.  The  hard,  fast,  thrilling,  taut,  adventurous,  slightly 
piratical,  altogether  exciting  world  of  the  aviation  industry 
was  not  one  to  induce  coolness  and  calm  at  all  times.  But  her 
voice  now  was  uneven  and  slightly  breathless. 

He  said,  "Are  you  Marny  Sanderson?"  And  even  in  whirl- 
ing over  in  the  water,  it  flashed  across  her  bemused,  yet  some- 
how shocked  and  startled  consciousness  that  when  he  asked 
the  question  he  hoped  she  would  say  no. 

She  swam  toward  him.  The  splash  of  her  brown  hands  with 
their  scarlet  tips  sounded  loud  and  clear.  The  man  at  the  end 
of  the  pool  moved  as  she  approached  and  put  down  a  hand 
for  her.  It  was  sun-tanned  and  square  with  his  academy  ring 
on  the  third  finger,  and  unexpectedly  strong,  for  he  hauled 
her  up  out  of  the  water  and  onto  the  flagstones  so  swiftly  and 
neatly  and  easily  that  again  she  was  caught  by  a  sense  of  sur- 
prise and  breathlessness.  She  felt  very  small,  standing  now, 
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looking  up  at  him.  She  must  look  like  a  wet  cat,  with  her 
hair  hanging  in  dripping  strands  around  her  face.  He  was 
considerably  taller  than  she  and  still  had  that  squarely  planted 
look  of  solidity  he  had  had  when  she  looked  up  at  him  from 
the  water.  She  wished  for  her  usual  high  heels,  pulled  down 
the  wet  and  sticking  skirt  of  her  bathing  suit,  silently  cursed 
her  wet  hair,  and  said  aloud,  "Thank  you." 

"You  are  Miss  Sanderson?"  he  said  again,  looking  down  at 
her,  and  again  she  had  the  notion  that  he  wanted  her  to  say  no. 

"Yes." 

Definitely  there  was  something  disapproving  in  his  nar- 
row, cool,  gray-blue  eyes.  His  mouth  was  rather  tight,  she 
thought — a  Scotch  mouth.  His  face  was  brown;  his  hair  was 
black  and  looked  shiny,  as  if  he'd  used  copious  water  in  mak- 
ing the  neat  part  in  it,  and  not  very  long  ago.  It  was,  as  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  rather  disarming,  as  if  it  gave  her  a  glimpse  of  a 
boy,  square  and  straight-eyed  and  innately  conventional,  do- 
ing the  things  he'd  been  told  to  do,  because  reasonably  and 
conventionally  he  accepted  them.  Not  that  there  was  anything 
boyish  about  the  man,  in  the  green  uniform  of  a  Navy  flier, 
who  stood  there,  so  solidly  and  substantially  before  her.  He 
said,  "I  thought  so.  They  said  at  the  house  that  you  were 
down  here.  I'd  better  explain  that  I  have  no  appointment.  I 
learned  that  you  and  Mr.  Wales  were  here  so  I  took  the 
chance  of  coming  out  in  the  hope  that  you  would  see  me. 
I'm  sorry  I  disturbed  you." 

The  flicker  of  dislike  (Dislike  ?  But  he'd  never  seen  her  be- 
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fore!)  in  his  eyes  made  her  reply  brusque.  "I'd  finished  my 
swim.  But  Mr.  Wales  has  just  arrived.  He  prefers  not  to  see 
people  down  here." 

Everybody  who  knew  of  Tim  Wales  knew  that  he  saw  peo- 
ple anywhere  he  chose  to  see  them.  The  man  before  her  obvi- 
ously knew  that  too;  his  face  stiffened. 

She  continued  quickly,  "If  you'll  phone  tomorrow  and 
make  an  appointment  .  .  ." 

There  was  a  short  silence.  The  Navy  flier  looked  angry; 
a  slow  flush  crept  up  over  his  cheekbones  and  his  eyes  were  so 
cold  and  gray  that  she  lowered  her  own  gaze.  There  was  a 
row  of  little  bright  ribbons  above  his  left  pocket,  a  double 
row,  as  a  matter  of  fact. 

It  was  very  quiet;  the  water  was  a  shade  darker,  reflecting 
the  deeper  blue  of  the  sky.  The  thick  hedge  all  around  them 
was  like  a  wall  of  green.  In  the  house  a  light  showed  in  a 
window. 

She  thought  swiftly  of  taking  him  to  Tim  and  rejected  it. 
Certainly  this  man  who  knew  her  name  and  had  come  to 
Shadow  Island  in  the  hope  of  seeing  Tim  wanted  something. 
Everybody  wanted  something  of  Tim.  Part  of  her  job  was  to 
get  rid  of  the  people  who  wanted  things.  So  she'd  better  say 
something. 

She  said,  "I  didn't  mean  to  be  rude;  if  you'll  tell  me  some- 
thing of  your  reason  for  .  .  ." 

He  interrupted.  His  face  was  still  hard  and  angry,  but  he 
spoke  evenly.  "We  seem  to  have  got  off  on  the  wrong — that  is, 
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made  a  bad  start.  I — my  name  is  Cameron,  Bill  Cameron. 
I'm  in  the  Navy;  that  is,  I'm  on  leave." 

There  were  three  black  stripes  on  the  sleeve  of  his  green 
coat.  That  would  be  Commander  Bill  Cameron,  then.  She 
said,  "Did  you  say  you  want  to  see  me?  Or  Mr.  Wales?" 

"I — well,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  I  want  to  see  you.  It's  im- 
portant." 

Again  there  was  a  look  in  his  eyes  that  seemed  to  disap- 
prove, as  if  he  wished  she  were  someone  else.  She  felt  small 
because  of  his  height  and  her  flat-heeled  sandals;  she  wished 
for  her  office  desk  and  that  her  hair  wasn't  plastered  wetly  to 
her  head  and  her  bathing  suit  to  her  body.  She  said,  before 
she  could  stop  herself,  stung  in  an  odd  small  way  by  that  look 
in  his  face,  "Important  to  you,  you  mean?" 

His  face  didn't  change  but  the  pupils  of  his  eyes  grew  very 
dark.  "Yes.  Important  to  me.  Important  to  everybody  who's 
fought  in  this  war  and  who  doesn't  want  to  fight  in  another." 

Tim  Wales  hated  cranks.  He  had,  indeed,  a  swift  and 
highly  unpleasant  manner  of  dealing  with  anyone  whom 
he  suspected  even  remotely  of  falling  into  that  category.  She 
knew  that,  usually,  the  cranks  were  going  to  make  over  the 
world,  only  it  usually  developed  that  they  were  going  to  make 
it  over  by  means  of  some  invention  which  they  quite  honestly 
(and  sometimes  with  rather  heartbreaking  earnestness) 
begged  Tim  Wales  to  introduce — and  finance. 

Yet  there  was  an  effect  of  urgency  and  truth  and,  more  than 
anything,  of  common  sense  in  the  face  and  voice  of  the  man 


before  her.  She  said  slowly,  "Perhaps  you'd  better  tell  mc  spe- 
cifically just  what  you  mean." 

"Look  here,  Miss  Sanderson.  I'm  no  diplomat.  What  I've 
come  for  is  really  big  and  really  important.  And  I — somehow 
I've  got  to  convince  you  and  Tim  Wales." 

"I  have  nothing  to  do  with  any  decision  of  Mr.  Wales.  I  am 
only  .  .  ." 

He  interrupted,  "I  don't  know  exactly  the  title  they've 
given  you  now,  head  of  Public  Relations  or  some  such  thing. 
Actually  you  are  the  nearest  thing  to  a  partner  that  a  man  of 
Tim  Wales'  stature  could  accept." 

"Don't  be  ridiculous  .  .  ." 

"They'll  make  you  a  vice-president  next  year  probably. 
You're  at  the  top.  I  know.  I've  looked  you  up.  I've  asked.  I 
had  to  know.  You  see  .  .  ."  He  paused  then,  and  said  very 
slowly  and  deliberately,  "You  see,  I  don't  want  another  war  in 
another  twenty  years.  Or  ten  years,  or  five  years.  I  want  you 
to  stop  it.  You,  Marny  Sanderson.  It  can  be  up  to  you  to  stop 
the  whole  bloody  business." 

He  was  a  crank!  In  spite  of  his  steady  eyes,  in  spite  of  his 
sensible,  firm  chin,  in  spite  of  the  air  of  urgency  and  truth. 
She  thought  that,  and  he  said  instantly  as  if  she'd  spoken  it, 
"I'm  not  crazy.  Did  you  ever  read  the  Night  Mail}  No,  of 
course  it  was  before  your  time.  Anyway,  it's  all  come  true. 
Only  it's  come  true  now  instead  of  in  the  year  2000.  From 
now  on  the  people  who  make  planes  make  planets.  Air  power 
makes  or  breaks  peace.  Listen,  Miss  Sanderson,  I  saw  this  wan 


I  don't  want  another.  I'm  speaking,  too,  for  a  lot  of  men  who 
can't  speak  for  themselves,  ever  again." 

She  did  not  believe  him;  she  did  believe  him;  she  could 
not  help  listening.  She  said  slowly,  "Why  do  you  come 
to  me?" 

"Because  you're  Marny  Sanderson;  because  Tim  Wales 
will  listen  to  you.  Because  you  are  a  woman.  Because  it's  up 
to  Tim  Wales  and  a  few  other  people  to  prevent  another 
war." 

"A  few  other  people!"  Other  airlines,  competitors,  rivals? 
Had  he  come  from  them?  Why?  To  entrap  Tim  Wales 
somehow  with  all  those  noble-sounding  generalities.  Suspi- 
cion shot  through  her  involuntary,  growing  belief  in  his  sin- 
cerity. His  reply  confirmed  it. 

"The  others  can't  do  it  without  Tim  Wales.  He's  a  czar. 
He  .  .  ." 

"You  mean  he  has  what  they  want,  those  others!  You've 
come  from  them!  They  sent  you,  the  other  American  lines? 
Or  was  it  the  foreign  ones?  And  you  thought  I'd  help  you 
pull  the  wool  over  Mr.  Wales'  eyes  for  them.  Who  sent  you 
here?  Exactly  who?" 

She  was  angry  at  herself  for  listening,  at  Bill  Cameron  for 
coming  to  her  like  that,  for  catching  her  at  a  disadvantage, 
for  inducing  her  to  listen,  for  making  her,  almost,  believe  in 
his  sincerity  and  then  proving  to  be,  probably  in  so  many 
words,  an  emissary  from  an  enemy  camp. 

She  was  not  prepared  for  his  reply,  for  he  said  simply,  "You 


won't  believe  this,  but  it's  true,  I  was  sent  by  persons  of  the 
highest  authority  .  .  ." 

"What!" 

"Nationally  and  internationally  important." 

"Who?" 

"I  can't  tell  you,"  he  said  simply  again. 

"But  what  ...  I  don't  believe  you.  .  .  ,*' 

Then  someone  quite  near  said  lazily,  "Am  I  interrupting?" 

She  whirled  around.  It  was  Andre  Durant,  in  swimming 
trunks  with  a  towel  over  his  shoulder,  a  cigarette  in  one  hand. 
She  had  been  so  caught,  in  spite  of  herself,  by  the  things  Bill 
Cameron  had  said  that  she  had  not  seen  Andre  emerge  from 
the  hedge  and  come  across  the  flagstones  toward  them.  He 
said,  eyeing  Commander  Cameron,  "A  friend  of  yours, 
Marny?" 

She  said  automatically,  "This  is  Commander  Cameron — 
Mr.  Durant  .  .  ." 

Andre  put  out  a  hand  which  Commander  Cameron  did 
not  appear  to  see.  Andre  shrugged  and  said,  "Is  this  an  inter- 
national conference?  I  thought  I  heard  something  about 
people  of  importance." 

Bill  Cameron,  his  eyes  and  mouth  hard,  said,  "You  don't 
believe  me,  Miss  Sanderson?  You  are  saying  to  yourself,  if 
this  is  true  he'd  have  letters  of  introduction,  people  would 
have  telephoned,  the  way  would  have  been  paved  in  ad- 
vance." 

It  was  of  course  exactly  what  would  have  happened.  But 


^  26  ^ 

he  wasn't  a  phony.  He  was  merely,  and  in  spite  of  that 
reasonable,  sturdy  Scottish  face,  a  crank.  Tim  would  make 
short  work  of  him;  it  would  be  better  and  kinder  if  it  came 
to  that,  to  send  him  on  his  way  without  seeing  Tim.  She  said, 
"Mr.  Wales  is  here  for  a  vacation.  I  don't  know  exactly  how 
long  we'll  be  here,  but  I  really  think  it  would  be  better 
to  .  .  ." 

He  was  angry  again.  He  said,  ".  .  .  to  get  the  hell  out  of 
here." 

"Now  really,  Commander,"  said  Andre.  "Here  .  .  ."  he 
held  his  cigarette  case,  a  gold  case,  set  with  sardonyx,  ornate 
but  handsome,  toward  the  Navy  flier.  "Do  have  a  cigarette. 
Let's  talk  this  over  peaceably,  whatever  it  is  you  want!" 

Bill  Cameron  turned  toward  Andre  suddenly  and  swiftly. 
"Are  you  interested  in  the  Wales  Airlines?" 

"My  dear  fellow,  no.  I  merely  thought  .  .  ." 

"Then  I'll  thank  you  to  keep  out  of  this." 

Andre's  eyebrows  went  up.  He  gave  a  small  deprecating 
shrug.  "No  need  to  get  worked  up  about  things,  Com- 
mander. Are  you  dining  here?  How  about  a  swim  before 
dinner?" 

"I  don't  want  a  swim,"  said  Bill  Cameron.  He  turned  to 
Marny.  "I  haven't  got  credentials,  if  that  is  what  you  want. 
I  hoped  to  be  able  to  make  you  understand.  I  thought  you 
might  be  human.  You  looked  that  way — in  the  water.  I 
thought  you  were  a  woman.  I  was  wrong  .  .  ." 

"That  has  nothing  to  do  with  my  job." 


"No,"  he  said.  "I  can  see  that  now.  I  can  see  a  lot  of  things." 
There  were  hard,  dark  pupils  in  his  eyes.  Unexpectedly,  he 
took  her  hands,  both  of  them,  in  his  hard  clasp  and  looked  at 
them  for  an  instant  or  two,  and  said,  "You  look  like  a  little 
girl,  a  rather  nice,  pretty  little  girl  with  your  hair  down 
like  that  and  your  white  bathing  suit.  Your  hands  are  nice, 
too — slim  and  brown  and  quite  pretty,  really.  And  you'll  not 
lift  one  little  finger  to  stop  this  bloody  business  from  happen- 
ing all  over  again." 

He  dropped  her  hands  with  a  gesture  of  something  like 
contempt  and  turned  away.  Andre  said  quickly,  "Now  really, 
my  dear  fellow,  I  can't  let  you  talk  to  my — to  Miss  Sanderson 
like  this."  He  put  his  hand  on  Marny's  wrist  in  a  proprietary 
and  protecting  manner.  "You'd  better  apologize,  Cameron, 
and  quickly." 

Commander  Cameron  swung  around,  his  eyes  suddenly 
blazing,  his  hand  doubled  into  a  fist.  Then  abruptly  he 
walked  away. 

There  was  a  strip  of  grass  and,  further  down,  an  opening 
through  the  green  hedge  upon  the  driveway.  Marny  watched 
the  solid  green-clad  figure  approach  that  opening  and  disap- 
pear within  the  blank  and  shadowy  wall  of  deeper  green. 
There  was  a  brief  sound  of  hard,  angry  footsteps  on  the  gravel 
and  then  nothing.  Suddenly  Marny  looked  down  at  her 
brown  hands,  holding  them  out,  turning  them  slowly,  as  if 
compelled  to  search  the  pink  palms.  It  was  darker;  she  could 
scarcely  see  the  lines  in  her  hands.  The  thick  heavy  foliage  all 
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around  seemed  nearer,  as  if  it  had  moved  in,  closer,  with  the 
night. 

Andre's  voice  came  lazily  through  the  dusk.  "Pleasant 
fellow,"  he  said.  "Nice  manners.  Thought  for  a  moment  he 
was  going  to  hit  me.  Who  is  he  and  what  is  it  all  about?" 


CHAPTER  3 


"I  don't  know,"  she  said  slowly.  "That  is,  yes,  I  do." 

"Marny,  darling,  pull  yourself  together.  This  isn't  like 
you." 

She  pulled  down  the  wet  skirt  of  her  bathing  suit  again, 
and  gave  a  little  twist  to  the  wet  knot  of  hair.  She'd  been  taken 
by  surprise,  and  at  a  disadvantage  by  a  man  who  was — well, 
who  must  be  a  crank.  Talking  of  persons  of  high  authority 
and  stopping  wars  and  all  that.  She'd  looked  very  silly,  prob- 
ably, floating  on  top  of  the  water  with  practically  nothing 
on.  Like  a  little  girl,  indeed,  she  thought  angrily.  She  could 
feel  her  cheeks  growing  rather  hot  and  flushed. 

Andre  saw  it  and  laughed.  "You're  blushing.  What  did 
the  fellow  say  to  you?  Who  is  he?" 
"His  name  is  Bill  Cameron,  Commander." 
"Yes,  I  know.  But  what's  the  idea  ?  What  did  he  want  you 
to  do?" 
"I  don't  know  exactly.  Mainly  he  wants  to  get  at  Tim." 
"Oh,  I  see.  Of  course.  Through  you.  And  when  he  couldn't 
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he  got  mad  and  left."  Andre  shrugged.  "Don't  give  him  an- 
other thought.  He's  a  crank.  Obviously.  Probably  touched  by 
the  war.  Forget  him.  Let's  have  a  swim." 

She  was  listening  for  the  sound  of  Commander  Cameron's 
departing  car  along  the  driveway;  he  must  have  left  it  parked 
down  near  the  gate.  "I've  been,"  she  said  absently,  giving  her 
hair  another  twist. 

"I  saw  you  from  my  room,"  said  Andre.  He  put  out  his 
cigarette.  "I  thought,  what  a  good  idea.  So  I  came  down  as 
soon  as  I  could.  Come  on.  There's  plenty  of  time."  He  went 
to  the  rim  of  the  pool  and  dropped  his  towel  on  the  flag- 
stones. 

She  still  did  not  hear  the  sound  of  Commander  Cameron's 
car.  She  said  absently  again  to  Andre,  "It's  all  right  to  dive; 
that's  the  deep  end." 

He  flashed  her  a  rather  odd  glance.  His  eyes  were  dark 
and  vivid  but  it  was  not  easy  to  know  what  he  was  thinking 
about.  He  stood  for  a  moment,  poised  on  the  rim  of  the  pool, 
tall,  deeply  browned  by  the  Florida  sun,  neither  too  muscular 
nor  too  flabby.  He  said  then,  "Yes,  I  know.  Coming?" 

Obviously,  Commander  Cameron  had  walked  in  from  the 
causeway;  in  any  case  it  didn't  matter.  She  went  to  the  pool 
and  Andre  made  a  long,  easy  dive.  She  waited  until  his  head 
came  up,  shining  and  wet  and  black.  He  shook  the  water  out 
of  his  eyes.  "Cool,"  he  said.  "Come  on  in.  I'll  catch  you."  Her 
hair  was  already  soaked;  she  might  as  well  dive.  That  was 
due  to  Bill  Cameron's  unexpected  appearance! 
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She  had  an  odd  feeling  just  as  she  dived  that  Bill  Cameron 
had  come  back  to  the  opening  of  the  hedge  and  was  looking 
at  her,  a  mistaken  one,  for  when  she  came  up  and  Andre 
caught  her,  laughing,  in  his  arms,  she  glanced  back  toward 
the  hedge  and  no  one  was  there. 

"A  good  dive,"  said  Andre.  "What  are  you  looking  for?" 

"I  thought  somebody  was  there." 

He  looked  too,  letting  his  hands  slip  down  her  arms  to  her 
wrists. 

"I  don't  see  anybody.  Who  did  you  think  it  was?  Your 
sailor  friend  or  somebody  else?" 

"I  thought  .  .  ."  She'd  thought  of  Commander  Bill  Cam- 
eron. For  no  reason,  however,  she  did  not  say  so.  Instead  she 
said,  "I  didn't  see  anyone.  It  was  only  an  idea  that  someone 
was  there.  Nothing,  really." 

"Oh,"  said  Andre,  treading  water  and  watching  the  thick 
green  hedge.  She  glanced  that  way,  too,  again,  but  again  the 
opening  of  the  hedge  showed  merely  a  white  strip  of  drive- 
way. "Nobody's  there  now,"  said  Andre,  and  dived  again. 

But  both  of  them  had  been  wrong,  for  someone  said,  "Good 
dive,  old  chap." 

It  was  Charlie  Ingram.  He  had  come,  however,  from  the 
hedge  entrance  near  the  house,  for  he  stood  at  that  end  of  the 
pool,  hatless,  browned,  his  white  silk  sport  shirt  open  at  the 
throat,  wearing  white  slacks  and  tennis  shoes  and  carrying  a 
racket.  He  beamed  at  Marny.  "Hello,  my  dear,  hello." 

"Hello,  Charlie."  As  he  walked  around  the  pool,  Marny 
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swam  to  the  side  and  hoisted  herself  up  to  the  brim.  He 
shook  her  wet  hand  heartily,  his  monocle  falling  from  his 
pocket  and  swinging  madly  as  he  bent  to  greet  her. 

"Glad  to  see  you,  my  dear.  Glad  to  see  you."  He  glanced  at 
Andre  swimming  lazily  across  the  pool.  His  face  seemed  to 
change  slightly,  but  he  said  with  even  greater  heartiness, 
"Have  a  nice  time  in  New  York,  Durant?" 

"Great,"  said  Andre,  swimming.  "How's  your  tennis?" 

"Very  fine,  old  chap,  splendid!  Jolly  good."  He  looked 
down  at  Marny.  The  forced  heartiness  in  his  voice  changed 
to  Charlie's  naturally  friendly  tones.  "Having  a  good  swim? 
Must  be  nice  after  your  trip  today.  Well,  I  must  run  along." 
He  swung  the  tennis  racket  he  carried.  "Only  walked  over  to 
pick  up  a  racket  Winnie  had  restrung  for  me.  Have  to  go 
back  now  and  change.  'Bye,  my  dear.  See  you  at  dinner.  I 
want  to  hear  all  the  news."  He  waved  the  racket  cheerily  and 
went  toward  the  path  through  the  hedge  which  Bill  Cameron 
had  taken.  Halfway  along  he  appeared  to  remember  Andre, 
turned  around,  hesitated,  said  painstakingly,  "See  you,  too, 
Durant,"  hesitated  again  and  went  abruptly  on. 

"Oh,  by  all  means,"  replied  Andre,  fishing  a  large  hibiscus 
leaf  out  of  the  pool  wheie  it  had  fallen  and  swimming  to  the 
edge  to  drop  it  over  the  curb.  He  didn't  look  at  Marny,  and 
they  swam  lazily  for  a  while,  saying  nothing.  The  pool  was 
quiet  and  cool,  reflecting  the  sky  so  that  it  seemed  light;  there 
was  no  sound  from  the  house.  The  thick  hibiscus  hedge 
seemed  to  wall  them  oflf  from  everyone. 
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She'd  better  tell  Tim  about  Bill  Cameron  and  the  prepos- 
terous things  he'd  said,  Marny  decided  presently.  Tim  dis- 
liked being  bothered  with  anything  that  seemed  to  him  unim- 
portant, but  she'd  tell  him,  nevertheless.  She  tried  a  crawl  and 
a  dive  and  came  up  near  Andre,  who  had  turned  on  his  back 
and  was  floating,  his  smooth  brown  face  with  its  rather  blunt, 
straight  nose  and  chin,  clipped  black  mustache,  and  unfath- 
omable dark  eyes  turned  upward  to  the  sky. 

Andre  swam  well  and  easily,  the  way  he  walked  or  danced, 
with  an  extraordinary,  apparently  effortless  grace  and  ease.  It 
was,  it  suddenly  struck  her,  rather  like  the  instinctive,  perfect 
co-ordination  of  an  extraordinarily  slender  and  graceful  ani- 
mal. Actually,  however,  he  was  almost  as  extraordinarily 
poised  and  sophisticated  and,  she  suspected,  worldly. 

Rather  like  an  animal  again,  he  knew  instinctively  she  was 
looking  at  him  and  thinking  about  him,  for  he  turned  and 
looked  at  her  quickly  across  the  few  feet  of  clear,  pale  water 
between  them.  He  smiled,  so  his  face  flashed  into  vivacity  and 
liveliness,  although  his  eyes  remained,  as  always*  enigmatic. 

"Do  you  approve?" 

"Approve?" 

"Of  me,  of  course." 

He  saw  too  much.  She  said  lightly,  "Why  not?" 

He  floated  a  moment,  watching  her,  a  rather  speculative 
look  in  his  face,  and  said  abruptly,  "You  are — I  don't  know 
how  to  say  it — different  tonight." 

"Different!" 
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"As  i£  you'd  forgotten  the  Wales  Airlines  and  filing  cabi- 
nets, for  one  thing." 

Definitely  he  saw  too  much.  He  added  lazily,  his  voice  car- 
rying over  the  quiet  water,  "You've  always  put  the  Wales 
Airlines  first,  haven't  you?" 

"That's  my  job." 

"Oh,  naturally."  There  was  an  efTect  of  a  shrug  in  his  voice. 
He  turned  over  with  a  lithe  slow  movement.  "But  don't  you 
ever  think  of  anything  else?  Men,  for  instance?" 

If  he  knew  how  much  she'd  been  thinking  of  him!  But 
perhaps  he  did  know  it.  She  said,  a  shade  too  lightly,  "I  think 
of  nothing  else." 

He  swam  nearer  her.  Occasionally  he  became  for  a  moment 
very  literal.  It  was,  like  his  faint  accent,  suggestive  of  some- 
thing foreign,  un-American,  even  though  he  spoke  the  Amer- 
ican idiom  with  ease  and  fluency.  With  a  flash  of  that  literal- 
ness,  he  said,  "You  are  joking." 

"Not  at  all.  I  like  men." 

He  came  up  beside  her.  "We've  seen  a  lot  of  each  other 
this  week  in  New  York.  I  know  you  better  than  you  think 
I  do.  I  might  even  know  some  things  about  you  that  you 
don't  know  yourself."  He  paused,  his  eyes  laughing,  and  then 
said  abruptly,  "I'll  race  you  to  the  end  of  the  pool." 

He  won  by  a  large  margin  and  was  sitting  on  the  edge  of 
the  pool  when  she  reached  it.  She  climbed  up  to  sit  beside 
him.  She  caught  her  breath  and  tried  to  arrange  her  wet  hair 
again. 
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"We'd  better  go  in,"  she  said.  "I've  got  to  do  something 
civilized  about  my  hair  before  dinner." 

"It's  only  a  little  after  seven,"  he  said.  "The  butler  was  put- 
ting drinks  on  the  porch  when  I  came  down  the  balcony 
stairs.  Nobody  else  was  around  yet." 

He  got  up  nevertheless.  "Want  your  sandals?  Here  they 
are." 

She  got  up  too  and  reached  for  the  sandals,  but  he  had  them 
in  his  hands.  "Put  out  your  foot,"  he  said,  bending  and  hold- 
ing a  sandal  for  her.  She  did  so,  a  little  unsteadily,  and  he 
laughed  softly  and  said,  "Hold  onto  me."  She  put  her  hand 
on  his  wet,  brown  shoulder  for  balance.  "Now  the  other  one. 
All  right."  It  seemed  to  her  that  he  lingered  a  little  over  the 
laced  tie.  Then  he  got  up  briskly  and  went  to  get  the  towel 
he  had  left  at  the  other  end  of  the  pool  and  came  back,  towel 
slung  over  one  shoulder,  while  she  waited.  Obviously  he 
knew  his  way  around  on  the  island.  He  knew  the  varying 
depths  of  the  pool;  he  knew  the  balcony  stairway;  probably 
his  room,  which  overlooked  the  pool  and  thus  was  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  house  from  her  own,  also  had  a  good  view 
to  the  balcony  which,  at  different  levels  owing  to  the  irregu- 
larly charming  architecture  of  the  house,  encircled  three  sides 
of  it.  She  said,  when  he  reached  her,  "You've  stayed  here 
before?" 

Again  he  gave  her  rather  an  odd  glance.  "You  mean  at  the 
island?  Of  course.  Didn't  Judith  tell  you?" 

"She  didn't  write  to  me.  Her  letter  was  to  Tim,  naturally." 
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They  strolled  across  the  strip  of  grass  toward  the  hedge. 
"I  was  stopping  at  a  hotel,"  explained  Andre.  "A  rather 
shabby  little  dump,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  when  Judith  took  pity 
on  me  and  invited  me  here.  Marny,  I've  been  wondering,  has 
Tim  said  anything  to  you  about  a  job  for  me?" 

She  couldn't  have  told  him  if  Tim  had  discussed  it  with 
her,  but  he  hadn't.  "No." 

"Oh,"  said  Andre,  after  a  moment.  They  reached  the  hedge. 
"Well,  it's  all  right.  I  don't  know  exactly  what  talents  I  have 
to  offer  the  Wales  Airlines,  but  Judith  thought  there  might 
be  something." 

It  was  like  Judith;  she  could  be  aloof  and  bored,  or  impul- 
sive and  generous. 

"Tim  hasn't  said  anything  of  it,"  she  said.  "But  he  might 
not.  He  may  have  something  planned  for  you." 

"I  doubt  it,"  said  Andre.  He  didn't  seem  particularly  cast 
down,  however;  he  said  it  indeed  rather  lightly  and  con- 
tentedly. 

As  they  reached  the  hedge,  he  added,  "Let's  get  through 
here.  It's  simpler  than  to  go  around  to  the  path."  He  held 
back  branches;  one  slipped  from  his  hand  and  slapped  back 
gently  against  Marny 's  face;  she  drew  back  sharply  and  invol- 
untarily and  was  suddenly  in  Andre's  arms.  Close  and  hard 
and  warm.  He  held  her  for  a  moment,  and  then  moved  her 
face  with  his  own  so  his  mouth  came  down  upon  hers  and 
held  her  like  that. 

They  were  so  close  to  the  hedge  that  the  soft  shadow 
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seemed  to  envelop  them.  Andre  kissed  her  and  held  her  and 
kissed  her  again. 

Only  all  at  once  it  didn't  seem  to  be  Andre  holding  her  like 
that.  By  the  most  extraordinary  alchemy  it  was  Commander 
Bill  Cameron  standing  there  in  the  soft  dusk  with  her,  his 
green  uniform  against  her  bare  shoulder  instead  of  the  rough 
towel,  his  mouth  pressed  down  upon  her  own.  That  straight, 
hard,  Scottish  mouth. 

She  tried  to  move.  "Andre  .  .  ." 

"Don't  pull  away  like  that.  .  .  ." 

"But  I  .  .  ." 

"Be  quiet."  He  kissed  her  again  long  and  hard.  She  pulled 
away  from  him  then,  and  he  laughed  a  little,  his  handsome 
dark  face  vivid  against  the  soft  greens.  "Don't  be  a  child.  I'm 
not  asking  you  for  anything.  But  it's  silly  to  pretend  you  can 
run  away  from  love." 

"I'm  not  in  love.  At  least  I  .  .  ."  She  was  trying  to  escape 
his  arms,  she  was  pushing  her  wet  hair  back,  she  was  alto- 
gether ineffectual  and  shaken  and  breathless. 

He  said,  "You  don't  know  a  thing  about  it,"  and,  half- 
laughing,  kissed  her  again.  He  released  her  and  stood  for  a 
moment,  looking  down  at  her.  Then  he  said  suddenly, 
"You've  been  in  love  with  me  from  the  moment  we  met.  I've 
been  in  love  with  you.  We've  been  pretending  it  isn't  so.  It's 
silly  to  do  that.  Life  is  short.  You  have  to  take  love  if  it  hap- 
pens. Don't  try  to  run  away  from  it." 

"I'm  not.  I — we've  got  to  go  in."  Had  Bill  Cameron  really 


gone?  For  another  absurd,  fleeting  second  she  had  an  im- 
pression that  his  solid,  green-clad  figure  had  returned  to  stand 
in  the  opening  of  the  hedge  farther  down.  It  was  fleeting 
enough,  that  sense  of  surveillance,  but  strong  enough,  too,  so 
she  glanced  swiftly  that  way.  There  was  no  one.  And  Andre 
unexpectedly  and  very  gracefully  gave  in. 

"All  right.  I  expect  you're  right.  But  you're  wrong  about 
love.  You'll  learn  that  you  can't  always  run  away  from  it." 

He  held  the  branches  for  her  and  she  slipped  quickly 
through  them.  The  house  immediately  overlooked  them, 
windows  light,  balcony  making  a  rim  of  shadow.  The  hedge 
had  made  a  perfect  screen,  she  thought,  and  it  was  just  as 
well. 

Andre  said  nothing  as  they  walked  across  the  drive,  skirted 
the  back  entrance  of  the  house  again,  and  this  time  walked 
round  it  on  the  bay  side  and  toward  the  balcony  stairway 
which  came  down  at  the  end  of  the  porch.  There  was  no  one 
on  the  porch,  but  a  tray  of  glasses  and  ice  and  bottles  stood 
there,  and  lights  came  from  the  open  French  windows  of  the 
drawing  room  beyond.  It  was  still  light,  however,  outside; 
only  the  clustering  massed  shrubbery  held  shadows;  the  sky 
had  the  clear  light  of  sunset  and  the  water  of  the  bay  reflected 
it.  They  went  quietly  up  the  winding,  grilled-iron  stairway 
and  paused  for  an  instant  on  the  balcony  with  its  vine-hung 
railing  and  widely  separated  line  of  French  windows. 

Most  of  the  bedrooms  probably  gave  upon  the  balcony. 
Andre  said,  "It's  confusing,  isn't  it  ?  You  have  to  count.  But 
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I  think  yours  is  the  third  from  the  front.  Judith's  is  the  first 
and  then  there's  a  couple  of  guest  rooms." 

The  third  door  was  open.  The  maid  had  opened  it.  Marny 
glanced  into  the  room  and  could  see  her  own  traveling  clock 
on  the  bed  table.  Andre  said,  low,  "Remember  what  I  said. 
You  can't  run  away  from  love,  ever."  He  took  her  hand  for 
an  instant  and  put  it  against  his  face,  lightly,  so  her  palm 
touched  his  cheek,  laughed  a  little  and  turned  away.  "See  you 
for  a  drink,"  he  said  and  walked  along  the  balcony  toward  the 
other  end  of  the  house,  slinging  his  towel  across  his  brown 
shoulders. 

She  went  into  her  room,  closing  the  screened  door  behind 
her.  Suppose  Andre  was  right. 

Her  scarlet  sandals  made  vivid  points  of  color  against  the 
beige  rug  at  her  feet.  She  remembered  Andre's  stooping  to 
put  them  on  and  her  hand  on  his  shoulder  and  the  sense — or 
hope  ? — that  he  was  doing  it  slowly,  rather  deliberately,  pro- 
longing the  small  intimacy. 

She'd  better  get  off  her  wet  bathing  suit.  She  moved  toward 
the  bathroom  and  paused  again,  involuntarily,  before  the 
mirror.  Her  hair  was  wet  and  plastered  to  her  head;  her  eyes 
were  very  bright  in  the  semi-shadow  in  the  room,  and  her 
mouth  very  red.  She  wished  rather  oddly  that  the  Navy  flier 
could  have  seen  her  then,  rather  than  earlier,  floating  in  the 
pool,  her  face  probably  a  complete,  regular  blank.  But  it  was 
Andre  who  was  important,  not  the  intrusive  Navy  flier,  who 
had  intruded  even,  in  an  annoying  and  subtle  way,  upon 


««§  4°  ^ 
Andre  and  herself,  there  by  the  hibiscus  hedge,  quite  as  if 
he  were  present. 

She  turned  abruptly  toward  the  bathroom  as  Judith 
knocked  on  the  door  and  called  in  her  low,  rather  husky 
voice,  "Marny,  may  I  come  in?" 

She  opened  the  door,  and  Judith,  in  pale  yellow  satin,  which 
dripped  lace  at  the  wide  long  sleeves  and  trailed  along  the 
floor  and  left  Judith's  beautiful  white  throat  bare,  came  into 
the  room.  She  was  smoking,  her  hair  was  thrust  back  with 
combs,  and  her  face  without  make-up  was  as  creamy  white 
as  a  magnolia.  She  wore  emerald  green  satin  mules.  Any 
other  woman  in  yellow  satin  and  lace  would  have  looked 
theatrical  in  the  extreme.  Judith  only  looked  perfectly  beau- 
tiful and  perfectly  self-possessed  and  normal.  She  closed  the 
door  and  said,  "I  saw  you  come  up  the  stairs.  Did  you  have  a 
good  swim?" 

"Yes,  of  course." 

Judith  sat  down  on  the  bed  and  shook  ashes  into  the  tray 
on  the  bed  table.  "You'd  better  get  out  of  that  wet  bathing 
suit." 

"I  was  just  going  to.  Wait  a  second."  Marny  went  on  into 
the  bright,  gaily  decorated  bathroom  and  took  off  her  bath- 
ing suit;  the  cool,  soft  silk  fabric  clung  to  her.  She  hung  the 
brassiere  and  skirt  over  the  shower  railing,  and  Judith,  ever 
practical,  appeared  at  the  door  with  her  white  dressing  gown. 
"Here,"  said  Judith.  "There's  lots  of  time  before  dinner.  Win- 
nie is  seeing  to  the  table.  Tim's  showering  frantically  by  the 


sound  from  his  bathroom.  Nobody's  dressed  yet.  I  wanted  to 
talk  to  you  a  minute." 

"All  right."  She  put  on  the  dressing  gown  and  twisted  a 
towel  around  her  dripping  hair. 

"Makes  a  good  turban.  Very  becoming  to  you,"  said  Judith, 
and  surveyed  her  rather  thoughtfully.  "You  look  awfully 
well,  Marny." 

Marny  secured  the  end  of  the  towel  and  followed  Judith 
back  into  the  bedroom.  "It's  nice  to  be  here." 

"That's  not  what  I  mean,"  said  Judith  coolly,  sitting  down 
again  in  graceful  folds  of  yellow  satin,  her  dark  eyes  still 
rather  thoughtful.  "As  a  matter  of  fact,"  said  Judith  coolly, 
"you  look  as  if  a  man  had  been  kissing  you." 

"A  .  .  ."  Marny  looked  around  the  room.  "Oh,  here  they 
are,"  she  said,  and  took  a  cigarette,  lighting  it  slowly. 

A  little  glitter  came  into  Judith's  eyes.  "You  knew  the 
cigarettes  were  there  all  the  time,  darling.  And  it  doesn't  take 
a  full  sixty  seconds  to  light  a  cigarette.  Never  mind.  I  don't 
think  you've  been  luring  Tim  on  to  indiscreet  embraces." 

"Tim  .  .  .  !"  Marny  choked  on  smoke  and  Judith 
chuckled. 

"Really,  darling,  something's  wrong  with  you!  Pull  your- 
self together." 

Andre,  had  said  that,  too,  thought  Marny  sharply.  Judith 
was  laughing  gently.  "Whatever  it  is,  darling,  it's  good  for 
you.  I've  often  thought  you  paid  too  much  attention  to  public 
relations  for  the  Wales  Airlines  and  not  enough  to  human 


relations  for  yourself.  Specifically,"  said  Judith  dryly,  "men." 
She  took  a  long  breath  of  smoke  and  said,  "How  did  you 
likeAndreT' 

Marny,  too,  took  a  long  breath  before  she  replied  with  what 
she  hoped  was  the  right  mixture  of  interest  and  disinterest. 
"Very  much.  He  was  there  a  week,  you  know." 

"Yes,  I  know.  He  was  staying  here.  Have  a  good  time  with 
him?" 

Was  there  anything  too  interested,  or  again  too  disinter- 
ested in  Judith's  voice  ?  She  tested  it,  swiftly  and  instinctively, 
as  she  had  tested  her  own  voice,  before  she  replied,  "Yes.  Tim 
rather  turned  him  over  to  me  to  entertain." 

Judith  had  long,  very  dark  eyelashes;  they  lowered  a  little 
which,  oddly,  made  her  eyes  more  thoughtful  and  more  pene- 
trating. She  said,  "Andre  isn't  difficult  to  entertain.  On  the 
contrary." 

"Who  is  he,  exactly?" 

"Didn't  he  tell  you  all  about  himself?" 

"No.  That  is  .  .  .  Oh,  he  mentioned  a  few  things — not 
much." 

Judith's  eyelashes  still  shaded  her  eyes,  but  her  gaze  didn't 
shift  from  Marny.  She  said  slowly,  "Oh,  he's  all  right.  Charm- 
ing. Pleasant  company.  French,  I  think.  Related,  distantly, 
I  fancy,  to  some  minor  nobility.  Arrived  at  Miami  Beach  by 
way  of  Jamaica  and  Cuba.  He's  lived  here  and  there.  Every- 
where. I  rather  like  him.  I  .  .  ."  Judith  put  out  her  cigarette, 
half-smoked,  and  in  the  same  gesture  took  up  another  ciga- 
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rette  and  lighted  it  and  said,  looking  now  at  the  cigarette, 
"Andre  is  out  of  money.  He  needs  a  job.  I  thought  Tim  might 
give  him  one." 

"Oh,"  said  Marny,  which  was  safe.  Judith's  luminous  dark 
eyes  flashed  across  at  her.  "Did  he?"  she  asked  directly. 

"I  don't  know." 

Judith  waited  a  moment.  Finally  she  said,  "I  thought  Tim 
would  tell  you." 

"He  didn't  mention  it.  I  got  a  sort  of  impression  that  it  was 
in  the  air.  That's  all." 

"Oh,"  said  Judith  in  her  turn.  There  was  a  short  silence. 
Then  Judith  put  out  another  barely  lighted  cigarette  and 
rose,  the  pale  yellow  satin  outlining  her  figure  in  gleaming 
high  lights.  Judith  was  a  little  too  smart,  a  little  too  thin,  a 
little  too  fine-drawn — and  altogether  enchanting  when  she 
chose  to  be.  She  turned  to  Marny  and  the  enchantment 
flashed  out  again  as  she  smiled.  "I  only  wondered,"  she  said, 
and  somehow  a  warmth  seemed  to  flow  from  her  voice,  her 
eyes,  her  very  presence.  It  was  Judith's  gift,  yet  to  do  her 
justice  it  never  seemed  to  Marny  that  she  employed  that  gift 
consciously  or  with  motives.  She  yawned  a  little.  "I'd  better 
go  and  get  some  clothes  on  and  let  you  dress.  Oh,  by  the  way, 
somebody  else  is  coming  to  dinner." 

"Who?" 

"I  don't  know.  Some  man  who  knows  somebody  Winnie 
knows.  Turned  up  unexpectedly.  Heard  Winnie  talking  to 
him  in  the  hall,  but  I  didn't  hear  his  name.  Gives  us  an  extra 
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man."  Judith  tied  the  yellow  satin  belt  more  closely  around 
her  lovely,  small  waist.  "Always  a  good  idea,"  she  said,  yawn- 
ing slightly  again.  "I'll  see  you.  .  .  .  'Bye,  darling." 

She  opened  the  door  and  trailed  languidly  away,  leaving 
the  room  remarkably  empty,  as  Judith's  departure  was  likely 
to  do,  and  a  scent  of  lilies  which  she  liked. 

But  the  yawn,  thought  Marny,  hadn't  been  quite  natural. 
Had  it  ?  And  if  Judith  wanted  to  know  whether  or  not  Tim 
had  given  Andre  a  job  why  didn't  she  go  to  Tim's  room  and 
ask  him  ? 

A  shadow  glided  lightly  across  the  closed  door,  passed 
briefly  along  the  bed  table  and  was  gone  before  it  had  really, 
actually  existed.  Someone,  thought  Marny  absently,  must 
have  gone  along  the  balcony,  although  she  had  been  so  en- 
grossed in  thought  that  she  had  heard  no  footsteps.  She 
looked  at  the  small  clock  on  her  bed  table,  with  the  initials 
M.S.  outlined  in  small  diamonds  below  the  face  of  the  clock. 
Tim,  in  one  of  his  expansive  moments,  had  selected  it  and  he 
and  Judith  had  given  it  to  her  the  previous  Christmas.  It 
seemed  surprising  that  it  was  only  a  quarter  after  seven;  she 
must  hurry  nevertheless.  And  she  must  dress  very  carefully; 
Judith  was  so  beautiful. 

Had  Andre  lingered  on  in  that  house  because  of  Judith? 
That  was  nonsense.  Or  was  it  jealousy?  Was  she,  then,  in 
love  with  Andre  ?  She  thought  again,  suppose  Andre  is  right. 
Suppose  she  had,  actually,  fallen  in  love  with  him  a  week  ago, 
when  they  had  met.  It  happened  like  that,  suddenly  and  unex- 
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pectedly.  So  unexpectedly  that  it  wasn't  immediately  recog- 
nizable. 

It  was  twenty  minutes  after  seven  when  she  went  to  the 
bathroom,  rinsed  the  salt  water  out  of  her  hair  and  combed 
and  pushed  it  into  shape.  Winnie  had  the  room  luxuriously 
stocked  with  salts  and  cologne  and  powder  and  bath  oils  and 
Marny  lay  back  in  the  fragrant  water,  pretending  not  to 
think,  and  thinking  in  spite  of  herself,  of  Andre  and  the 
things  he  had  said. 

Later  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  must  have  heard  a  door 
open  or  close.  If  so,  however,  she  was  not  really  conscious  of 
it,  and  roused  herself  merely  with  a  feeling  that  much  more 
time  had  passed  than  she  meant  to  let  pass,  and  got  out  of  the 
tub.  She  slid  into  her  long,  white  robe  and  went  into  the  bed- 
room. And  stopped. 

A  girl  stood  there — a  very  young  girl,  eighteen  perhaps.  She 
was  small  and  gentle-looking  with  misty  light  hair  in  a  halo 
about  her  young  face,  and  enormously  large  eyes,  very  bright 
and  dark  with  blue  shadows  under  them.  Her  mouth  was 
lipsticked,  hurriedly,  for  it  was  smeared  and  red. 

She  had  something  clutched  tightly  in  both  hands.  Marny 
could  not  see  what  it  was.  And  she  looked  at  Marny  out  of 
those  enormous  shadowed  eyes  and  said,  whispering,  her 
badly  painted  mouth  trembling,  "You  are  lovelier  even  than 
he  said." 

Marny  had  never  seen  the  girl  in  her  life  before.  She  put 
her  hand  on  the  chair  beside  her.  And  the  girl  said  jerkily, 


"You're  so  pretty.  I  knew  that.  I  knew  you'd  be  pretty.  .  .  " 

"You  knew  .  .  ." 

"He  doesn't  like  woman  unless  they're  pretty." 

"He  .  .  ." 

"Andre,  of  course." 

"Andre*  .  .  ." 

"I'm  his  wife,"  said  the  child,  and  stood  there  as  still  as  a 
little  white  marble  statue. 


CHAPTER  4 


There  was  the  murmur  of  water  still  running  out  of  the  tub 
in  the  bathroom.  The  door  was  open  upon  the  balcony  and 
off  in  the  distance  somewhere  a  motor  boat  droned  softly. 
There  was  a  radio  going  somewhere  too,  not  loud,  so  Marny 
could  barely  hear  a  masculine  voice,  a  news  commentator 
probably.  The  air  was  fragrant  with  bath  salts.  Nothing  like 
this  could  be  happening,  thought  Marny  numbly  and  stared 
at  the  thin,  white  child.  She  said,  "His  wife  .  .  ." 

The  girl  nodded.  There  was  pride  and  defiance  and  a  child- 
ish, strange  wistfulness  in  her  look.  "He  married  me.  A  year 
ago.  I'm  Cecily.  Laideau  brought  me  here.  I've  talked  to 
Andre.  He  told  me  about  you.  I  knew  something  had  hap- 
pened; he  was  different.  But  he'd  have  told  me  even  if  I  hadn't 
asked  him.  He  likes  to  hurt  me.  He'll  hurt  you.  Only  he'll 
not  have  a  chance.  Because  I  can't  let  you  take  him  from  me." 

"Cecily  .  .  ."  said  Marny,  and  was  stopped  by  the  grain  of 
damning  truth  in  the  girl's  words.  Andre  had  made  love  to 
her,  briefly  and  only  that  night,  but  it  had  happened,  she  had 
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let  him,  she  had  considered  whether  or  not  she  was  in  love 
with  him  and  she  had  implied,  within  herself,  a  consent. 

She  said,  "I  didn't  know  about  you.  .  .  ." 

Cecily  said  very  quietly,  "You  see,  there's  only  one  thing  for 
me  to  do,"  and  lifted  her  thin,  young  hands  and  pointed  a 
revolver  straight  at  Marny. 

She  had  held  it,  clutched  in  both  hands,  concealed.  Her 
hands  were  trembling,  her  eyes  resolute  with  desperation. 

The  girl  was  mad. 

Young,  frantic,  mad — and  heartbreaking.  Marny  looked 
at  the  revolver.  How  had  she  got  it?  She'd  have  to  take  it 
away  from  her.  Or  she  could  shout  for  help,  of  course,  but  that 
was  silly.  Everyone  would  hear.  Everyone  would  have  to 
know  the  explanation,  and  the  explanation,  put  in  its  best 
and  truest  facts  was  not,  now  that  she  knew  of  Cecily's  exist- 
ence, a  very  pleasant  one.  Nor  was  it,  really,  very  convincing. 
Phrases  rushed  through  her  mind.  Yes,  I  thought  I  might 
have  fallen  in  love  with  him.  But  I  didn't  know  about  Cecily. 
.  .  .  No,  it  wouldn't  do.  She'd  have  to  get  the  revolver  away 
from  the  child  and  then  induce  her  to  listen  to  the  truth.  And 
Cecily  was  strung  to  a  nervous  pitch  which  would  make  any 
move  more  or  less  dangerous. 

Definitely  dangerous!  She  was  hysterical,  desperately  deter- 
mined and  too  far  away  for  Marny  to  snatch  the  revolver 
from  her  hands.  She  couldn't  reason  with  her— not  in  that 
state.  There  wasn't  anything  to  do,  and  she  had  to  do  some- 
thing. 
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y4/2^  Md'  r^/7^  ^ay  going  to  faint!  No  face  could  be  so  white, 
so  drained  of  color,  so  thin  and  tragic  and  dreadful. 

"Cecily,"  cried  Marny,  "you're  sick.  .  .  ."  and  ran  as  the 
girl  swayed  and  caught  her  in  her  arms.  She  pushed  her  din- 
ner dress,  which  the  maid  had  laid  out  on  the  bed,  onto  the 
floor  and  let  the  slight  figure  down  gently  on  the  pillows.  She 
reached  for  the  water  carafe  on  the  bed  table  and  poured  some 
quickly  into  her  hands  and  rubbed  that  stone- white,  small  face. 

She  must  have  help.  The  girl  looked  as  if  she  were  going 
to  die.  She  couldn't  leave  her. 

She  glanced  frantically  around  the  room.  There  was  noth- 
ing of  course — no  smelling  salts,  no  ammonia.  The  bell  was 
across  the  room  beside  the  door.  If  she  shouted  everyone 
would  hear  and  have  to  know  all  about  it.  Cecily's  enormous 
eyes  opened  and  looked  straight  up  at  her. 

"Better?" 

Cecily's  small  head  went  up  and  down. 

"I'll  get  a  towel.  I've  soaked  your  dress." 

"No  .  .  ."  whispered  Cecily. 

"But  .  .  ." 

"Please  stay  here."  Her  hand  caught  at  Marny's  implor- 
ingly. 

The  whole  situation  was  suddenly  perfectly  normal  and 
simple  and  straightforward.  In  an  instant  it  had  shaken  away 
from  a  nightmare.  The  revolver  was  on  the  bed  and  Marny 
picked  it  up  as  casually  as  if  it  had  been  a  book  and  put  it  on 
the  table.  Cecily  said,  "I  made  a  scene." 
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"Believe  me,  Cecily,  I  didn't  know  about  you.  Nothing  has 
happened,  really." 

"He's  in  love  with  you." 

"No." 

"Yes.  Yes,  he  told  me.  I  talked  to  him.  I  asked  him.  I  had 
to  know.  He's  dirough  with  me.  He  told  me." 

"He  .  .  ."  Marny  swallowed.  "He  didn't  mean  it,  Cecily, 
believe  me." 

The  girl  moved  her  fair  head  hopelessly  on  the  pillow,  her 
eyes  never  leaving  Marny's.  "Oh,  yes,  he  meant  it.  I  know. 
Laideau  knows  it  too.  He's  known  him  so  long.  Longer  than 
I've  known  him.  Longer  than  anybody  .  .  ." 

"Who  is  Laideau?" 

A  look  of  faint  perplexity  crossed  Cecily's  face.  "But  you 
must  know — everybody  who  knows  Andre  knows  Laideau. 
They've  always  been  together.  Ever  since  Andre  was  a  little 
boy.  Laideau  took  care  of  him  and  then  they  left  France  and 
went  to  Haiti  and  then  to  Puerto  Rico  and  then  to  Jamaica. 
But  you  know  all  that.  Andre  has  told  you." 

"Listen,  Cecily,  Andre  hasn't  told  me  anything.  You  are 
altogether  mistaken." 

A  look  came  into  the  child's  eyes  that  was  adult  and  wise 
and  more  tragic  than  Marny  had  ever  seen  in  anything  be- 
fore. She  said,  "He  made  love  to  you." 

"A  little,"  said  Marny,  hating  herself.  "But  that's  all,  Cecily. 
It  didn't  mean  a  thing.  Believe  me.  I'm  telling  you  the  truth. 
And  I  didn't  know  about  you." 


Cecily  frowned.  She  had  fine,  light  eyebrows.  She  said,  "I 
don't  understand.  He  said  he  wants  to  marry  you.  He  said 
he  was  going  to  get  a  divorce." 

"Cecily,  that  isn't  true!  There  isn't  anything  between  us. 
I've  only  known  him  a  week.  I  didn't  know  about  you.  .  .  ." 

Cecily  said  suddenly,  "I'm  all  right  now.  I'm  going 
home." 

"No,  you  can't.  You're  not  well." 

"Yes,  I'm  going."  She  pushed  away  Marny's  hand  and  slid 
upward  and  off  the  bed.  She  was  white.  She  was  so  thin  that 
Marny  could  almost  see  her  quick  heartbeats  under  the  thin 
blue  dress  she  wore. 

"But  I  can't  let  you,  Cecily.  Let's  straighten  this  thing  out. 
Let  me  call  Andre.  .  .  ." 

"No,  nol"  It  was  a  repressed  scream.  Cecily  caught  herself 
and  put  her  hand  over  her  mouth  and  looked  at  the  door  into 
the  hall.  After  a  moment  she  whispered,  "I  didn't  mean  .  .  . 
I'm  sorry  .  .  .  I've  got  to  go." 

"I'm  going  with  you  then.  Where  is  home?" 

"No,  you  can't.  Laideau  will  take  me.  Laideau  is  here.  We 
came  in  a  boat.  We  .  .  .  No,  you  can't  go.  .  .  ." 

"Yes,  I  .  .  ." 

"No!"  cried  Cecily  and  whirled  around  the  room,  like  a 
little  frightened  animal  seeking  a  way  out  of  a  trap.  Then  she 
saw  the  door  open  upon  the  balcony  and  ran  toward  it  and 
slid  out. 

"Cecily,"  cried  Marny  and  ran  after  her.  By  the  time  she 
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reached  the  balcony  the  girl  had  gone.  She  looked  up  and 
down;  each  end  of  the  narrow  balcony  was  hung  with  heavy 
vines.  Then  she  heard  a  light  swif  sound  of  motion  and  ran 
to  the  railing  and  looked  down.  Cecily  was  running  down 
the  winding,  grilled-iron  stairway  that  led  directly  to  the 
strip  of  green  lawn.  Her  thin  figure  seemed  scarcely  to  touch 
the  step,  her  hand  over  the  railing  was  like  the  soft  flutter  of  a 
bird's  wing.  She  was  again  infinitely  childish,  infinitely  pa- 
thetic with  her  trembling,  badly  painted  mouth  hidden  and 
her  fair  hair  falling  over  her  face.  "Cecily  .  .  ."  cried  Marny 
softly,  but  the  girl  did  not  look  up.  Marny  started  after  her, 
and  as  she  reached  the  top  of  the  stairs  the  girl  flashed  out  of 
sight  in  the  thick  shrubbery  across  the  lawn  and  at  an  angle 
of  the  shore  line  of  the  island.  Marny  stopped.  Somewhere 
she  heard  the  sound  of  oarlocks. 

It  was  a  steady  creak,  creak  which  suddenly  stopped.  She 
clutched  her  white  dressing  gown  around  her  and  ran  half- 
way down  the  winding  steps  and  paused  again  to  listen.  She 
could  see  most  of  the  sea  wall,  the  thick  clump  of  bamboos 
behind  which  the  girl  had  disappeared.  And  then  clearly 
through  the  twilight  the  sound  of  oars  began  again.  As  she 
waited,  staring  at  the  blue  water,  after  a  moment,  a  rowboat 
came  gradually  into  sight  heading  away  from  the  island  and 
toward  the  strip  of  lights  and  buildings,  blue  and  gold  in  the 
light  of  the  setting  sun,  which  was  Miami  Beach.  A  man  was 
rowing.  Cecily  was  sitting  with  her  small  light-clad  back 
turned  toward  Shadow  Island.  The  man  rowing  was  thick 
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and  swarthy  with  gleaming  black  hair.  He  bent  over  the  oars 
with  thick,  powerful  shoulders  and  sent  the  boat  rapidly  into 
the  dusk. 

She  didn't  know  what  to  do.  A  hundred  things  occurred 
to  her,  standing  there  on  the  stairs,  watching  the  boat  grow 
smaller  and  farther  away.  Call  Andre,  call  Tim,  call  Winnie. 
Do  something. 

But  what  exactly? 

She  went  a  step  or  two  farther  down  the  winding,  vine- 
hung  stairway.  The  curve  of  the  stairway  brought  into  view 
below  the  wide,  open  porch,  with  its  bright  cushions  and 
rugs  and  brilliant  flowers,  and  tray  of  glasses.  She  could  see 
again  the  lights  in  the  drawing  room  and  bookshelves  and 
white  fur  rugs.  The  porch  itself  was  shadowy  now,  although 
it  was  still  fairly  light  on  the  water.  She  stopped,  with  her 
hand  on  the  iron  railing,  to  look  after  Cecily  again.  The  row- 
boat  was  approaching  a  curve  of  the  island  where  there  were 
thick,  green  Casuarina  trees.  Neither  Cecily  nor  the  man 
bending  over  the  oars  appeared  to  have  changed  position.  As 
she  watched,  the  boat  rounded  the  curve  and  disappeared 
completely  behind  the  fringy  green  curtain. 

And  at  that  instant  someone  walked  across  the  porch  and 
said,  "Miss  Sanderson." 

She  looked  down  sharply.  Commander  Bill  Cameron  stood 
there  looking  up  at  her.  He  was  in  Navy  whites  now  instead 
of  green.  His  face  was  partially  in  the  shadow,  but  it  was  Bill 
Cameron. 
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He  said,  "I  didn't  mean  to  startle  you.  I  meant  ...  I 
thought  I'd  better  tell  you.  .  .  .  That  is,  I  .  .  ." 

"What  are  you  doing  here?" 

His  face  stiffened;  he  made  a  formal  brief  bow.  "I  was 
trying  to  apologize,  Miss  Sanderson.  I  seem  to  have  been 
wrong  again." 

Already  the  reaction  of  the  meeting  with  Cecily  was  be- 
ginning. His  words  and  his  stiff,  angry  Scottish  face  seemed 
to  crystallize  her  confused  and  shaken  emotions  into  a  single 
one  which  was  anger.  She  said,  "Don't  apologize.  Answer 
my  question.  What  are  you  doing  here?" 

Her  tone  drew  a  spark  of  anger  into  his  own  eye.  He  an- 
swered, however,  with  a  calm  politeness  which  in  itself  was 
infuriating.  "I've  come  to  dinner." 

"But  you  .  .  ."  She  paused  and  thought  swiftly.  "Who  in- 
vited you?  Does  Tim  Wales  know?" 

"I  rarely  go  to  dinner  without  an  invitation,"  he  said  with 
a  spark  of  laughter  in  his  eyes. 

"But  you  don't  know  Tim!" 

He  made  a  sketchy  bow.  "Miss  Wales  and  I  have  mutual 
friends." 

"Miss  Wales!"  This  then  was  the  man  Judith  had  men- 
tioned— the  extra  man,  always  welcome.  Well,  he  wouldn't  be 
welcomed  by  Tim. 

He  said,  "This  is  all  rather  childish.  I  meant  .  .  .  Well, 
when  I  left  you  I  came  to  the  house  and  asked  for  Miss  Wales. 
I  gave  her  a  note  from  a  friend  of  hers  and  mine.  She  asked 
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me  to  dinner,  I  accepted  and  drove  back  to  my  hotel,  changed 
and  returned.  That's  all.  If  it's  any  business  of  yours,"  he 
added  with  a  sudden  twinkle. 

She  whirled  around  on  the  step  and  he  reached  up  sud- 
denly and  caught  her  wrist  so  hard  that  it  turned  her  around 
again  facing  him.  "Where  are  you  going?  Are  you  going  to 
tell  Tim  Wales  about  me  and  get  me  thrown  out?" 

"Is  it  any  business  of  yours?"  she  snapped  irresistibly. 

"That's  childish,  too,"  he  said.  He  went  on,  all  at  once  very 
sober.  "Look  here,  Miss  Sanderson.  Everything's  gone  wrong 
between  us.  It's  been  my  fault.  But  I  .  .  .  You  must  believe 
me,  I  am  serious.  I  have  a  real  and  urgent  reason  for  seeing 
you  and  seeing  Tim  Wales.  I  think  you  should  give  me  a 
hearing.  You  were  taken  at  a  disadvantage  this  evening.  I  saw 
that;  I  don't  blame  you  for  being  annoyed.  I'm  not  much  of 
a  diplomat.  But  I — there  were  reasons  for  the  things  I  said. 
I'm  sorry  I  lost  my  temper.  But  that  wasn't  why  I  left.  I  didn't 
see  any  point  in  talking  in  front  of  that — of  the  fellow  who 
joined  us.  I  .  .  .  Won't  you  let  bygones  be  bygones?  I  ask 
you  to  be  fair  and  not  hold  any  prejudice  against  me." 

An  inner  and  uneasy  feeling  that  she  might  not  have  been 
quite  fair  seemed  to  link  itself  up  with  another  less  definable 
but  even  less  creditable  impulse  of  opposition.  She  told  her- 
self quickly  that  the  fact  that  he  was  right  didn't  make  him 
any  less  of  a  crank  and  a  nuisance.  He  said  abruptly,  "You're 
very  stubborn,  aren't  you?" 

"Will  you  let  go  my  hand?" 


"I'm  a  fool,"  said  Bill  Cameron.  "Well,  I've  done  every- 
thing  I  can  do.  I  suppose  I  spoke  to  you  again  at  the  wrong 
time" 

She  had  forgotten  Cecily.  Naturally  he  had  seen  the  girl 
run  down  the  stairs,  and  had  seen  Marny  following.  She 
glanced  swiftly  out  toward  the  point  of  the  Casuarina  trees 
but  the  boat  was  not  in  sight  anywhere. 

It  was  very  quiet;  whoever  had  turned  on  a  radio  had 
apparently  turned  it  off  again.  It  seemed  to  her  suddenly  that 
she  could  hear  again  the  regular  creak  of  oars. 


CHAPTER  5 


Was  the  boat  returning? 

But  Cecily  would  not  return  to  the  island.  Why  should  she? 
Marny  watched  and  listened  for  a  moment  and  the  boat  did 
not  reappear.  It  was  darker.  The  watd  of  the  bay  still  re- 
flected what  light  was  left  in  the  sky,  but  the  shadows  were 
thick  and  heavy  under  the  trees  and  vines.  The  man  standing 
below  her  said  suddenly,  in  a  different  voice,  "You  look — so 
pretty.  I  thought  you  might  listen.  .  .  ." 

She  glanced  down  at  her  white  robe  and  bare  feet,  jerked 
her  hand  away  from  his,  clutched  the  negligee  about  her  and 
ran  up  the  steps. 

She  thought  he  started  to  call  after  her  and  stopped.  She 
didn't  look  back.  She  reached  the  balcony  and  looked  out 
across  the  bay  and  still  could  not  see  the  rowboat  with  Cecily's 
slim  figure  in  it,  and  now  did  not  hear — or  did  not  imagine 
that  she  heard — the  sound  of  oars. 

She  went  into  her  room. 

She  was  angrily  conscious  of  the  way  she  looked.  Her  bare 
feet,  her  thin  white  robe  clutched  tight  around  her.  And  of 
the  way  she  had  behaved;  unintentionally,  simply  because 


there  was  something  about  Bill  Cameron  which  roused  her 
instant  antagonism.  She  hadn't  been  entirely  fair,  and  she  had 
been  stubborn. 

She  had  let  something  about  the  personality  of  the  Navy 
flier  and  her  own  personality  clash  and  spark.  It  was  wrong. 
Personalities  had  no  place  in  business.  Besides,  it  was  not 
really  important  either  way.  He  had  managed  to  get  an  intro- 
duction to  Winnie,  and  Winnie's  first  impulse  always  was 
one  of  hearty  and  lavish  hospitality.  He'd  thus  got  himself 
invited  to  Shadow  Island  for  dinner;  now  it  wa.  up  to  Tim 
to  deal  with  the  thing  as  he  pleased.  So  that  was  that. 

The  main  thing  to  decide  was  what  to  do  about  Cecily. 

The  red-and-white  dinner  dress  which  she'd  flung  to  the 
floor  to  make  room  for  Cecily  still  lay  there.  It  was  almost  as 
if  she  needed  that  to  convince  her  that  Cecily  had  come  and 
said  the  things  she  had  said,  and  gone. 

She  picked  it  up  and  started  mechanically  to  dress. 

Where  had  Cecily  gone?  Where  was  home?  Obviously 
Cecily  was  not  staying  in  the  house.  She  must  have  seen 
Andre,  though,  some  time  since  their  arrival,  either  before  or 
after  their  swim,  and  talked  to  him.  She  couldn't  have  had  a 
long  talk  with  Andre  but  she  had  seen  him,  somehow.  Other- 
wise Andre  couldn't  have  said  the  incredible  things  Cecily 
had  quoted  him  as  saying. 

But  then  he  couldn't  have  said  them  anyway!  Cecily  was 
pathetic  and  young  and  tragic,  really.  But  she  was  also  obvi- 
ously hysterical.  Mad,  Marny  had  thought  her  for  a  moment; 
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not  that  she  was  that  actually,  but  she  was  clearly  not  respon- 
sible just  then  for  anything  she  said  or  did. 

There  were  two  sides  to  everything.  How  could  she  con- 
demn Andre  without  a  hearing?  On  the  evidence  of  a  pa- 
thetic but  hysterical  child  who  threatened  to  kill  people  and 
talked  incoherently  of  Andre's  cruelty?  Andre,  who  was 
always  gay  and  pleasant  and  even-tempered. 

He  hadn't  told  her  of  Cecily. 

Well,  perhaps  there  was  a  reason  for  that,  too.  Cecily  was 
tragic,  but  conceivably,  it  was  something  like  tragedy  for 
Andre,  too. 

In  any  case  the  child  ought. to  have  a  nurse.  Was  the  rather 
sinister-looking  man  in  the  boat  the  only  companion  the  girl 
had  ?  Laideau — why  had  he  brought  her  there  ? 

She  couldn't  condemn  Andre  without  a  hearing. 

But  she  wouldn't  have  listened  to  him  at  all  if  she  had 
known  about  Cecily. 

Someone  downstairs  turned  on  the  radio  again.  The  gay 
sound  of  dance  music  floated  upward  and  through  the  still- 
open  door  from  the  balcony.  It  had  grown  so  dark  that  she 
had  turned  on  lights  over  the  dressing  table.  There  were 
voices  from  below,  too,  so  Judith  and  Winnie  and  Tim — and 
Commander  Cameron  and  Andre  and  Charlie  Ingram — 
were  gathering  for  cocktails  before  dinner.  Several  motor 
boats  passed  the  island  as  she  dressed.  Later  she  remembered 
having  heard  the  accelerating  and  diminishing  crescendo  of 
their  engines.  Once  an  outboard  went  past  with  the  sharp 
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explosions  o£  a  machine  gun.  It  seemed  a  long  time  before  she 
had  finished  dressing.  Usually  she  was  not  so  slow  and 
clumsy.  She  looked  at  herself  carefully  in  the  mirror.  There 
was  some  reason  why  she  must  look  particularly  well  tonight. 

The  red-and-white  sheer  chifTon  clung  to  her  waist  and 
swirled  about  her  feet;  it  looked  cool  and  soft  and  feminine. 
Her  mouth  was  red,  too.  Her  eyes  were  dark  blue  and  her  face 
rather  pale  below  the  light  tan.  Then  she  remembered  why 
she  had  wanted  to  look  well  that  night. 

It  had  been  for  Andre,  so  he  would  look  at  her  and  not  at 
Judith.  So  he  would  ask  her  to  stroll  with  him  under  the 
tropic  night  sky.  Andre!  Well,  she  wouldn't  question  the 
state  of  her  heart  any  further  on  that  subject!  She  turned 
quickly  to  the  door.  As  she  put  her  hand  on  the  latch  she 
glanced  down  at  the  bed  table. 

Something  was  wrong.  The  carafe  of  water  was  there,  with 
the  glass  stopper  still  lying  beside  it.  There  was  an  ash  tray 
and  her  clock.  She  paused  for  an  instant  puzzled,  groping — 
and  then  realized  with  a  blinding  flash  what  was  wrong. 

The  revolver  was  not  there. 

It  had  to  be  there.  It  had  to  be  somewhere. 

It  was  not.  She  looked  rapidly  around  the  room.  She  knelt 
and  fumbled  under  the  low  bed  and  around  the  thick  fringe 
of  the  rugs.  She  looked  and  searched  and  it  was  not  there. 

She  got  to  her  feet,  stumbling  in  her  long  chifTon  skirt. 

So  Cecily  had  taken  it.  Somehow  under  her  very  eyes,  the 
girl  had  snatched  it  up  and  taken  it  away  with  her. 
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Her  knees  were  shaking. 

How  could  she  have  let  the  child  take  it  ?  How  could  she 
have  let  a  feeling  of  normality,  of  being  in  control  of  the  situ- 
ation so  blind  her? 

Where  had  Cecily  gone?  How  could  she  find  her? 

Had  Cecily  returned  to  the  island? 

She  had  heard  the  sound  of  oars  returning.  At  least  she 
thought  she  had  heard  it. 

She  was  shivering,  trembling  as  Cecily  had  trembled.  She 
didn't  know  what  she  was  doing.  It  was  queer  because  she 
realized  it  and  yet  could  not  stop  and  think.  She  ran  to  the 
balcony.  It  was  dark  now  and  if  Cecily  had  dropped  the  re- 
volver upon  the  balcony  she  could  not  find  it.  She  ran  swiftly 
down  the  winding  stairway,  tripping,  snatching  up  her  swirl- 
ing chiffon  skirt,  clutching  the  railing.  It  was  a  dark  night, 
with  clouds  scudding  across  the  sky  and  the  water  very  black. 
The  revolver  couldn't  be  on  the  stairway.  If  Cecily  had 
dropped  it  in  her  flight  Marny  would  have  seen  it  when 
she  followed  Cecily. 

She  stopped  at  the  foot  of  the  stairway.  Lights  streamed  out 
from  the  French  windows  opening  upon  the  porch.  She 
could  hear  voices  and  Winnie's  laughter  and  the  dance  music 
from  the  radio.  She  could  see  Judith  on  the  sofa  behind  white 
calla  lilies,  and  Andre  standing  beside  her,  a  cocktail  glass  in 
his  hand. 

It  was  light  enough,  now  that  her  eyes  were  adjusted  to  the 
night,  to  see  the  dark,  thick  clump  of  bamboos  down  at  the 


water's  edge,  where  Cecily  had  apparently  got  into  the  boat 
and  gone,  and  then  perhaps  returned.  She  must  find  her  and 
she  must  hurry;  she  was  obsessed  with  a  need  to  hurry.  It  was 
a  compulsion,  a  command — put  upon  her  from  something 
outside  herself.  Marny  ran  across  the  lawn.  The  grass  was 
cool  below  the  thin  soles  of  her  slippers.  Far  away  she  could 
hear  the  murmur  of  surf;  nearer,  the  lap  of  water  against  the 
low  sea  wall  which  rimmed  the  entire  island.  It  grew  louder 
as  the  sounds  of  voices  and  dance  music  grew  fainter  behind 
her. 

She  reached  the  clump  of  bamboo  and  the  turf  skirted  it 
like  a  path  with  bamboos  on  one  side,  whispering  and  mov- 
ing in  the  light  wind,  the  low  sea  wall  on  her  right.  Clouds 
moved  across  the  sky  and  stars  shone  down  brilliantly  all  at 
once.  The  black  water  glittered,  reflecting  them.  The  strip  of 
grass  gave  way  to  white  sand.  A  small  pier  lay  there,  white 
and  ghostly  in  the  starlight.  It  was  merely  a  platform  over  the 
water,  with  steps.  Two  or  three  boats  lay  moored  below — 
rowboats  and  a  cabin  cruiser. 

It  was  perfectly  still  except  for  the  faint  lapping  of  water 
and  the  distant  sound  of  music.  There  was,  of  course,  no  re- 
volver. She  couldn't  have  found  it,  it  was  so  dark,  if  it  had 
been  there.  She'd  lost  her  head  and  wasted  time.  She'd  have 
to  go  back  and  tell  them  what  had  happened.  Andre  would 
know  where  Cecily  had  gone.  They  must  reach  her  quickly. 
Before  those  unsteady  hands  could  turn  the  revolver  toward 
that  broken,  childish  heart  and  pull  the  trigger.  She  turned 
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toward  the  house.  The  bamboos  rustled  and  whispered  beside 
her.  Someone  had  dropped  a  coat  in  the  shadow  of  the  nearest 
clump,  on  the  strip  of  grass  just  at  the  edge  of  the  white  sand. 
She  hadn't  seen  it  when  she  passed,  she  hadn't  .  .  . 

It  wasn't  a  coat. 

She  was  on  her  knees. 

It  was  something  limp  and  white,  flung  down  like  a  coat. 
It  was  Cecily  Durant  with  her  childish  pretty  face  pressed 
down  into  the  earth.  It  was  Cecily  Durant,  and  this  time  she 
had  not  fainted.  She  was  dead  and  there  was  something  dark 
and  splotchy  all  across  her  back  between  her  thin  shoulders. 

"Cecily — Cecily — Cecily  .  .  ." 

It  was  Marny's  own  voice  and  she  knew  it;  yet  she  hadn't 
meant  to  sob  like  that;  she  hadn't  meant  to  scream. 

She  knew  too  that  someone  was  coming.  She  could  hear 
footsteps  on  the  turf  path,  rounding  the  clump  of  bamboos. 

Someone  reached  her.  Someone  stopped  and  said  some- 
thing short  and  muffled  and  was  down  beside  her,  pushing 
her  out  of  the  way,  bending  over  that  limp,  small  figure. 

It  was  Bill  Cameron.  He  turned  abruptly  toward  her.  He 
was  so  close  that  even  in  the  darkness  she  could  see  his  face. 
He  put  his  hand  hard  on  her  shoulder.  "What  happened? 
Who  is  it?"  His  voice  was  so  rough  and  harsh  it  sounded  as 
if  it  hurt.  "For  God's  sake,  what  happened?" 

She  couldn't  answer.  She  had  no  voice,  no  feeling,  no  power 
to  move. 

Clouds  drifted  again  across  the  stars;  a  curtain  of  shadow 
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dropped  upon  them.  Water  lapped  against  the  pier  some- 
where in  that  soft  darkness  and  the  warm  wind  rattled  the 
bamboos.  Marny  fought  through  something  that  caught  at 
her  throat  as  if  it  had  hands  and  whispered,  "Is  she  dead?" 

"Yes.  Where  is  the  gun?" 

"Gun?" 

"Gun.  What  did  you  do  with  it?" 

"She  had  it.  That's  why  I  came."  Marny  stared  at  the  dimly 
white  face  of  the  man  beside  her.  The  clouds  were  heavy,  and 
the  bamboos  rustled  thinly  together.  She  cried,  jerkily,  "She 
had  the  gun.  I  took  it  and  she  went  away.  She  went  in  the 
boat.  I  .  .  .  Then  the  gun  was  gone.  So  I  came  ...  I  hur- 
ried .  .  ."  She  stopped  and  caught  her  breath  so  it  hurt  and 
she  had  to  press  her  own  hands  against  her  throat,  queerly, 
to  relieve  it.  "Are  you  sure  she's  dead  ?  Perhaps  .  .  ." 

"Yes." 

"But  isn't  there — a  doctor — anything?  We  must  do  some- 
thing. She  can't  be  dead!" 

"She's  dead."  He  waited  a  moment,  kneeling  there,  his 
white  uniform  outlining  his  solid  figure.  "Yes,"  he  said  again, 
very  quietly,  "she's  dead.  I  don't  know  what  to  do.  We'll  have 
to  call  the  police,  of  course.  Right  away.  And  you  .  .  ."  He 
turned  around  and  rose,  taking  her  by  the  arms  and  pulling 
her  up  with  him.  He  drew  her  away  from  little  dead  Cecily, 
there  in  the  shadow.  "You  understand,  they'll  arrest  you." 

"Arrest  .  .  ."  He  was  saying  something  very  important 
and  very  terrible  and  yet  she  could  not  fully  comprehend  it. 
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"Arrest  you.  On  a  murder  charge."  He  waited  a  moment 
and  seemed  to  watch  her  through  the  darkness.  Then  he  said, 
"Quick.  Tell  me  how  it  happened." 

She  was  shaking,  her  words  incoherent  and  jumbled.  "But 
I  .  .  .  You  see,  she  had  the  gun — I  hurried  .  .  ."  His  hands 
came  down  hard  on  her  shoulders  again.  "Marny,  for  God's 
sake,  think.  Snap  out  of  it.  For  God's  sake,  why  did  you 
kill  her?" 


CHAPTER  6 


The  grip  of  Bill  Cameron's  hands  on  her  bare  shoulders  was 
so  hard  it  hurt.  It  was  real  and  its  reality,  for  an  instant, 
extended  to  everything.  It  roused  her;  it  made  her  believe  the 
unbelievable.  Cecily — Andre's  wife — lay  dead,  there  in  the 
starlight.  Only  it  wasn't  starlight  now;  thick  black  clouds 
like  smoke  were  scudding  across  the  sky  and  the  wind  was 
bending  the  Casuarina  trees  at  the  point  of  the  little  island  just 
beyond.  They  made  a  black,  moving  mass.  A  rowboat  had 
disappeared  behind  that  black  shadow,  not  far  beyond  the 
white-clad  shoulder  of  the  man  before  her  who  had  said  she 
would  be  arrested.  For  murder!  Who  had  said,  incredibly, 
"Why  did  you  kill  her?" 

She  cried,  her  mouth  so  stiflf  and  dry  that  her  words  jum- 
bled and  tripped  themselves,  "I  didn't  {ill  her!  She  had  the 
gun,  and  I  took  it.  All  at  once  everything  seemed  all  right. 
I  wouldn't  have  let  her  go,  like  that,  if  she  hadn't  seemed  all 
right." 

Bill  Cameron  held  her  tightly.  "Go  on." 

"I— I  followed  her.  Down  the  steps.  But  she  went  so  fast 


and  I  didn't  think  about  the  gun.  I  didn't  see  her  pick  it  up. 
He  was  waiting  for  her  and  they  rowed  away  .  .  ." 

"Who?" 

"The  man.  Laideau,  she  said.  Yes,  Laideau.  And  then  you 
were  there  and  we  talked  and  when  I  looked  the  boat  was 
gone,  behind  those  trees.  I  went  to  my  room.  I  didn't  think 
about  the  gun.  It  had  been  all  so  wrong,  you  see;  that  girl 
there,  and  the  gun  and  the  things  she  said.  It  was  like  a — like 
a  bad  play.  I  didn't  believe  it.  Then  when  she  fainted  and  I 
got  her  on  the  bed  I — I  don't  know  what  happened,  but  it 
seemed  all  right.  Not  so — so  unreal."  She  took  a  long,  half- 
sobbing  breath. 

He  said,  "You  went  back  to  your  room  after  you  talked  to 
me.  The  girl  had  gone  and  she  had  left  the  gun  on  the  table 
in  your  room?  Is  that  right?" 

"No,  no.  I  put  the  gun  on  the  table." 

"Wait  a  minute.  First  she  came  to  you  and  had  a  gun." 

"Yes.  Yes,  that's  right." 

"Did  she  threaten  you  with  that  gun?" 

"Yes.  Yes,  but  she  didn't  mean  it.  She  said  thing3  that 
couldn't  have  been  true.  She  was  a  child.  She  was  hysterical. 
She  didn't  know  what  she  was  doing." 

"Marny,  I'm  trying  to  get  this  straight.  For  God's  sake, 
help  me.  There's  no  time,  understand.  You  do  understand 
me?" 

"Yes— yes  .  .  ." 

"You  took  the  gun  away  from  her?" 
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"No.  She  fainted,  I  told  you.  The  gun  dropped  some- 
where. I  put  it  on  the  table.  Then  I  came  back  to  my  room 
and  dressed.  When  I  looked  down  at  the  bed  table  the  gun 
wasn't  there.  So  I  .  .  ." 

"So  you  what  ?  Tell  me." 

"I  was  afraid." 

"Afraid  she'd  come  back  and  kill  you  ?  Is  that  it  ?  So  you 
found  her  and  shot  her  and  are  going  to  plead  self-defense?" 

"No!  No!  No!" 

"You  said  you  were  afraid." 

"How  could  I  have  let  her  take  the  revolver!  I  was  watch- 
ing. I  thought  I  was  watching.  She  seemed  bewildered,  and 
she  ran  to  the  door  and  then  to  the  door  upon  the  balcony, 
and  somehow  she  got  the  gun  and  I  didn't  see  it." 

"Are  you  trying  to  say  that  she  killed  herself?" 

"She  didn't  know  what  she  was  doing.  She  was  hysterical. 
It's  my  fault.  I  ought  to  have  stopped  her.  I  ought  to  have  seen 
her  take  the  gun.  The  instant  I  saw  it  was  gone  I  was  afraid. 
Of  .  .  ." 

"Of  what?" 

"Of  this,"  cried  Marny  and  sobbed. 

"Stop,"  he  said,  and  put  his  arms  around  her.  "Stop  that. 
Listen.  You've  got  to  stop  it,  Marny.  .  .  ." 

He  held  her  for  a  moment  against  him.  There  was  some- 
thing distantly  and  faintly  familiar  about  it  as  if  he  had  held 
her  like  that  some  other  time.  His  arms  were  warm  and  tight 
and  shut  out  horror  and  the  thin  rattle  of  the  bamboos.  But 
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then  he  put  her  away  from  him  and  made  her  look  at  him. 

"Who  is  she?" 

"Cecily  .  .  ." 

"Yes,  I  heard  you  call  her.  But  who  .  .  ." 

"Andre's  wife." 

"Andre?  Oh,  your  friend!  Durant.  Why  did  she  threaten 
you  with  a  gun?" 

"Because  .  .  ."  Words  stuck  in  her  throat.  That  unex- 
pected moment  with  Andre  to  have  come  to  this! 

"Go  on." 

"Because  of  Andre  .  .  ."  she  whispered. 

There  was  a  silence  that  seemed  long.  Clouds  moved 
swiftly  above  so  there  were  flashes  of  clear  starlight.  One  such 
came  then,  a  clear,  straight  shaft  of  light.  Bill  Cameron's  face 
looked  white  and  stern  and  the  water  silver  and  the  shadows 
very  black.  From  the  house,  distantly,  came  the  sound  of  the 
radio.  It  was  as  if  it  were  the  same  dance  tune.  Probably  very 
little  time  had  passed;  it  seemed  years;  it  seemed  a  great  and 
terrible  gulf  in  time.  He  said  at  last,  "Oh,  I  see.  Andre.  I 
thought  he  seemed  rather  proprietary  about  you  at  the  pool." 

"No,  no!  She  was  wrong." 

"Yes,  you  would  say  that." 

"Don't,  don't.  You  must  believe  me!  I  didn't  know  there 
was  a  Cecily.  Besides  .  .  ." 

"Hi,  there  .  .  ."  called  a  voice  loudly  from  somewhere  in 
the  night.  "Where  are  you?"  There  was  the  sound  of  foot- 
steps beyond  the  bamboo  hedge.  A  man  rounded  the  path. 


It  was  Charlie  Ingram,  his  thick  figure  clad  in  a  white  dinner 
jacket.  He  came  up  to  them,  saying  in  his  high  voice,  "There 
you  are!  I  say,  don't  you  know  dinner's  ready?  Judith  sent 
me.  I  say  .  .  ."  He  stopped  abruptly.  A  swift  path  of  starlight 
moved  over  them  and  sharply  outlined  his  tall,  stooped  figure 
with  its  paunchy  middle,  his  thin  fair  hair  and  small  mus- 
tache, monocle  on  its  black  ribbon.  He  stared  at  them  as  if 
caught  by  their  attitude.  "I  say,  what's  wrong?" 

Bill  Cameron's  white-clad  shoulders  seemed  to  square 
themselves.  His  hand  was  still  on  Marny's  shoulder.  He 
dropped  it  and  said,  "Something  very  terrible  has  happened, 
Ingram.  We'd  better  call  the  police." 

"What?  What?"  Charlie  peered  at  Bill  Cameron  and  at 
Marny,  his  monocle  glittering  with  light.  Bill  Cameron  said, 
"There  .  .  ." 

Marny  was  standing  alone  in  the  shaft  of  starlight,  her 
slippers  deep  in  the  sand.  Both  men  were  bending  over  the 
strip  of  grass  beside  the  clump  of  bamboo,  talking,  and  she 
couldn't  hear  what  they  said.  The  water  swished  against  the 
pier.  The  bamboos  clattered  in  small  slivers  of  sound  and 
Charlie  Ingram  exclaimed  in  a  loud,  shocked  voice,  "Good 
God,  she's  been  shot!" 

Bill  Cameron  replied  rapidly.  They  were  beside  Marny 
again,  Charlie  was  taking  her  arm.  Cameron  said  tersely, 
".  .  .  and  let  Mr.  Wales  know.  I'll  stay  here  with  .  .  .  I'll 
stay  here." 

She  couldn't  move.  She  had  to  make  Bill  Cameron  under- 
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stand  exactly  what  had  happened.  She  had  to  fight  the  knowl- 
edge of  Cecily's  death;  she  could  not  accept  it.  Perhaps  she 
made  some  move  toward  the  silent,  small  figure  half -hidden 
now  by  a  cloud  shadow,  mercifully  hidden  and  gently.  Bill 
Cameron  caught  her  swiftly  and  said  to  Charlie  Ingram, 
"Take  her  to  the  house." 

They  were  moving  along  the  turf  path,  Charlie's  warm  soft 
hand  on  her  bare  arm,  thrusting  her  along  with  him,  making 
her  walk.  Suddenly  there  were  lights  from  the  house;  Charlie 
was  talking  in  a  high,  repetitive  jumble.  ".  .  .  dreadful, 
dreadful.  What  happened,  do  you  know  ?  Chap  said  she  was 
Durant's  wife.  Didn't  know  he  had  a  wife.  Don't  know  him 
much,  as  a  matter  of  fact.  Can't  see  what  Judith  sees  in  the 
fellow.  Dreadful  .  .  .  This  way,  now,  mind  the  step  .  .  ." 

Lights  streamed  across  the  porch.  Dance  music  from  the 
radio  was  louder  and  incredibly  gay  as  if  it  came  from  a  bright 
world  that  had  ceased  to  exist;  nothing  now  was  right,  noth- 
ing had  the  same  proportions.  The  door  was  flung  open  and  a 
moth,  dislodged  from  the  screen,  brushed  past  her  cheek. 
Then  Charlie  Ingram  had  drawn  her  into  the  room  beyond 
with  its  lights,  its  flowers,  its  music,  the  glitter  of  cocktail 
glasses,  the  beige  and  white  rugs  and  cushions  and  the  people. 
All  moving.  All  getting  suddenly  to  their  feet.  All  staring. 
Charlie  Ingram  gasped,  "Dreadful  thing.  Woman's  dead. 
Shot.  Here,  take  her  .  .  .  Got  some  whisky  there,  Judith? 
Good." 

He  had  put  Marny  down  in  the  deep  softness  of  a  sofa,  and 
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was  shoving  cushions  behind  her.  Everybody  was  there. 
Judith  in  black  chiffon  was  saying  something  quick  and  sharp 
and  reaching  for  a  great  crystal  decanter  of  whisky.  Tim 
Wales  in  black  and  white  snatched  it  from  Judith's  hand  and 
splashed  whisky  into  a  glass.  Winnie  in  a  long  blue  dinner 
dress  was  there  too — and  Andre.  A  glass  in  his  hand  and  a 
cigarette,  and  his  face  a  shocked,  rigid  mask  with  brilliant 
eyes. 

Everybody  was  talking.  Tim's  voice  cut  through  it  all 
sharply.  "What  woman?  Where?  What  are  you  talking 
about,  Charlie?" 

Charlie  Ingram  straightened  up  from  bending  over  Marny. 
His  monocle  dangled  on  the  end  of  its  ribbon,  his  face  was 
red  and  his  breath  puffy.  "Girl.  Saw  her.  She — well,  she's 
your  wife,  Durant.  She  .  .  ."  He  stopped,  puffing,  uneasy, 
searching  for  words.  Blurting  it  out.  "I'm  sorry,  old  chap. 
Hate  to  shout  it  out  like  this.  Only  way.  She's  your  wife.  She's 
— she's  dead.  I — er — here  .  .  ."  He  turned  to  the  low  glass 
table  and  poured  a  stiff  drink  into  a  glass  and  went  to  Andre. 
"Here,  old  chap— better  than  that  thing  you've  got  in  your 
hand.  Drink  it." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  said  Andre. 

He  was  standing  beside  the  painted  white  piano,  leaning 
back  against  it  as  if  at  bay.  His  face  had  not  changed  except 
it  was  very  white,  and  his  eyes  were  narrow  dark  points  of 
light.  One  arm  had  gone  backward,  so  he  rested  against  the 
curve  of  the  piano;  the  other  still  held  his  cigarette  and  the 
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cocktail  glass  which  Charlie  Ingram  was  trying  to  remove 
from  it. 

Judith  swirled  around  and  sat  down  suddenly  beside 
Marny.  Charlie  said,  "Here,  here  now.  A  shock,  of  course. 
Sorry  to  break  it  like  this.  Drink  it  now."  He  pried  Andre's 
rigid  hand  from  the  stemmed  glass  he  held  and  put  the  glass 
of  whisky  into  it.  And  Judith  cried  in  a  thin  scream,  "Cecily 
.  .  .  oh,  Andre,  Cecily!  She's  dead.  That's  what  he  means. 
She's  dead  .  .  ."  Tim  was  beside  Judith  so  quickly  Marny 
hadn't  seen  him  move.  He  had  his  hand  over  her  mouth  hard. 
"Shut  up!  Stop  that!"  He  pushed  Judith  back  against  the 
pillow  and  held  his  hand  tight  over  her  mouth,  which 
strangely,  queerly,  added  to  the  nightmare.  Tim  always 
treated  Judith  as  if  she  were  glass  and  precious  and  might 
break.  His  eyes  were  like  steel  daggers  bright  and  sharp. 
"Charlie,  what  in  hell  has  happened?" 

Charlie  Ingram  had  made  Andre  bend  his  handsome  black 
head  and  blazing  white  face  and  gulp  the  whisky.  Winnie 
said,  "Father  .  .  .  Father,  don't  .  .  ."  and  went  across  to 
Andre,  her  blue  gown  swishing  gently.  She  took  the  glass 
from  Andre's  hand  and  put  it  down  on  the  piano.  Charlie 
said,  "Girl's  dead.  Marny  and  the  Navy  chap  found  her." 

"Did  you  say  she  was  shot?"  Tim's  question  snapped  out 
like  a  whip. 

"Yes.  Horrible.  Shot."  Charlie  Ingram  looked  at  the  table 
where  the  tray  of  glasses  stood  and  left  Andre,  who  still  had 
not  moved,  who  still  stared  fixedly  out  of  a  fixed  white  mask, 


and  poured  himself  some  whisky.  He  drank  it  quickly  and 
shivered.  "Horrible!  I  say,  Tim,  what  does  one  do?" 

Judith  gave  a  little  sigh  and  relaxed  under  Tim's  hand  and 
lay  back  against  the  cushions. 

Marny's  throat  stung.  Her  eyes  were  no  longer  dazed  and 
dazzled  by  the  lights.  Everything  seemed  all  at  once  very 
sharp  and  clear  like  a  photograph  in  colors  which  one  could 
study  at  one's  leisure,  which  one  would  always  remember  no 
matter  how  hard  one  tried  to  forget  it.  As  one  would  never 
forget  Cecily,  under  the  starlight,  her  young  face  pressed 
down  into  the  earth. 

She  drank  more  whisky.  It  made  tears  come  to  her  eyes  and 
was  like  a  hot  little  sword  in  her  throat.  Winnie  cried,  "Oh, 
Father,  you've  frightened  her,"  and  ran  to  Judith. 

Tim  stood  up.  "Where  is  she?  Come  along,  Charlie." 

Tim  led  the  way  and  Charlie  Ingram  followed  him.  The 
screened  door  banged  and  tiny  insects  rose  in  a  cloud.  They 
stepped  off  the  porch  and  onto  the  lawn.  Andre  half  turned  as 
if  to  follow  them,  gave  a  kind  of  groan  and  sat  down  in  a 
sudden  huddle  on  a  footstool,  and  put  his  head  in  his  hands. 
Judith  had  not  fainted.  She  was  leaning  back  against  the  pil- 
lows, Winnie  fanning  her  desperately  with  a  newspaper  she 
had  snatched.  Judith  opened  her  lovely  dark  eyes  as  soon  as 
the  footsteps  left  the  porch  and  said  to  Winnie,  "I'm  all  right. 
Let  me  alone.  Andre!" 

Andre  seemed  to  bury  his  handsome  head  tighter  in  his 
hands.  Judith  said  sharply,  "Andre!  Andre,  you  must  listen. 
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They'll  get  the  police.  If  the  girl  is  dead  .  .  .  Andre,  what  are 
you  going  to  do?" 

Winnie  went  across  to  Andre  again  and  put  her  hand  on 
his  shoulder.  "Andre,  was  it  your  wife?  Is  it  true?" 

He  did  not  move.  The  great  bowl  of  calla  lilies  beside 
Marny  sent  up  a  dizzying  sweet  fragrance.  Judith's  hand, 
still  wearing  the  great  emerald,  was  twisting  and  twisting  the 
fringe  on  a  cushion.  The  fresh,  pretty  color  had  gone  from 
Winnie's  face.  She  stood  for  a  moment  looking  down  at 
Andre's  bowed  black  head,  her  hand  steady  on  his  shoulder. 
Then  she  knelt  beside  him,  her  blue  dress  outlining  her  large, 
firm  figure.  She  tried  to  take  his  hands  from  his  face  and  he 
would  not  let  her  and  she  said  in  her  mother's  voice,  steady 
and  comforting,  in  spite  of  the  trouble  in  it,  "Andre,  Andre, 
you  must  get  yourself  together.  Whatever  she  was  .  .  ." 

"Oh,  she  was  his  wife,"  said  Judith  suddenly.  "And  if  the 
girl  was  shot  ..."  A  servant,  a  colored  man,  his  black  bow 
tie  a  sharp  contrast  to  his  white  shirtfront,  came  into  the  door- 
way and  stopped,  his  glance  taking  in  the  whole  scene.  Judith 
saw  him  and  said,  "Rilly,  hold  up  dinner.  Tell  cook  .  .  ." 

He  hesitated.  He  must  have  known  something  was  terribly 
wrong.  Then  he  said,  "Yes,  Madam  .  .  ."  and  vanished  from 
the  arched  doorway.  Judith  said  in  a  whisper,  "They  heard 
.  .  .  Oh,  my  God,  this  means  police.  It  means  an  inquest." 

Winnie  slid  her  bare,  fair  arm  through  Andre's  beseech- 
ingly. "They'll  be  back  in  a  minute.  Andre,  answer  me." 

He  put  back  his  head  as  footsteps  crossed  the  porch  again 
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swiftly.  Charlie  Ingram  flung  open  the  door  and  came  in, 
puffing  again  and  red.  "Tim  says  to  call  the  police." 

"But  you  .  .  ."  Winnie  got  up.  "You'd  better  bring  her  in 
here." 

"No,  we  can't,"  said  Charlie.  "Navy  chap  says  we  can't 
move  her.  Nothing  we  can  do  for  her  anyway.  Horrible."  He 
jerked  the  enormous,  thin  handkerchief  from  his  breast 
pocket  and  wiped  his  face  and  polished  his  monocle.  Bill 
Cameron  came  in  followed  by  Tim,  who  crossed  swiftly  to 
the  hall  and  they  heard  him  at  the  telephone.  "Operator, 
operator— get  the  police— I  don't  know  what  the  hell  the 
number  is — get  them.  It's  murder  .  .  ." 

This  time  nobody  moved  or  spoke  until  Andre,  slowly,  as 
if  he  didn't  know  what  he  was  doing,  dropped  his  hands  and 
turned  his  handsome  black  head  and  stared  at  Bill  Cameron 
who  stood  just  inside  the  room.  Everybody  was  staring  at  Bill 
Cameron.  Marny  thought  desperately,  he'll  tell  them  now. 
He'll  tell  them  now.  He  hates  me.  He'll  say  I  killed  her. 
Andre's  wife.  Because  I  wanted  Andre. 

Tim  was  talking  into  the  phone. ".  .  .  Shadow  Island.  Yes, 
off  the  causeway— the  Wales  place.  Right.  No,  there's  no 
other  house  on  the  island — just  follow  the  drive.  Hurry. 
Name  was  Cecily  Durant.  Yes,  she's  been  murdered;  she  was 
shot  in  the  back." 

Andre  got  up  then,  slowly,  turning  as  if  blindly  toward  the 
porch.  It  was  horrible  for  him,  thought  Marny  swiftly,  to  be 
told  like  that — brutally,  bluntly,  so  there  was  nothing  he 
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could  do  for  the  girl  who,  no  matter  what  had  happened  be- 
tween them,  had  been  his  wife.  Charlie  Ingram  caught 
Andre's  arm.  "Better  not  go  down  there,  Durant.  Leave  it 
to  us." 

"Who  killed  her?"  whispered  Andre  then,  staring  at  Bill 
Cameron. 

Bill  Cameron  stood  perfectly  still.  He  looked  extraordi- 
narily big  and  firm  in  that  white  Navy  uniform  with  the  little 
row  of  ribbons.  He  said,  "She  was  your  wife,  then,  Durant?" 

Andre's  lips  moved.  He  whispered,  "Yes  .  .  .  That  is,  I 
suppose  so.  If  it  is  really  Cecily." 

Bill  Cameron  said,  "I'm  sorry.  There  was  nothing  we  could 
do  for  her." 

"Who  killed  her?"  said  Andre  again. 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Bill  Cameron.  "She  was  shot  in  the 
back  and  the  gun  is  gone.  We  couldn't  find  it  anywhere. 
I'm — sorry,  Durant." 

He  did  not  look  at  Marny. 

From  the  hall,  Tim  said,  "No,  of  course  we  haven't 
touched  anything.  I  don't  know  who  killed  her.  Ten  min- 
utes ?  Okay.  Don't  miss  the  bridge.  It's  the  only  entrance  to 
the  island." 

"How  did  you  know  it  was  Cecily?"  asked  Andre. 


CHAPTER  7 


Charlie  Ingram  hadn't  known  Cecily;  he  had  said  so.  He 
hadn't  known  Andre  had  a  wife.  And  Bill  Cameron  had 
barely  known  Andre's  name.  "Andre?"  he'd  said.  "Oh,  your 
friend  Durant." 

So  there  was  only  one  way  for  Bill  to  know  that  it  was 
Cecily  and  that  was  because  Marny  had  told  him.  The  whole 
story  was  going  to  come  out  now;  there  was  no  way  to 
stop  it. 

But  then  it  had  to  come  out  anyway,  and  she  had  to  tell  it. 
The  police  were  on  their  way  to  investigate  the  suicide.  .  .  . 

But  they  had  said  murder  I  They  had  said  that  Cecily  was 
shot  in  the  back  and  the  gun  was  not  there. 

Marny  quite  literally  could  not  think.  Cecily  had  come  to 
see  her,  Marny,  with  a  gun,  because  she  thought  that  Marny 
wanted  to  take  Andre.  And  then  Cecily  was  shot.  And  Bill 
Cameron  called  it  murder  and  said  Marny  would  be  arrested 
and  charged  with  murder.  Those  were  the  facts  but  none  of 
them  seemed  real. 
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It  did  occur  to  her  that  so  far  Bill  Cameron  had  not  told 
what  he  knew;  so  far  he  had  not  betrayed  her;  he  had  ap- 
peared, on  the  contrary,  to  protect  her. 

But  that  didn't  matter,  because  she  had  to  tell  the  police 
about  Cecily  and  the  gun. 

In  spite  of  the  slowness  with  which  she  seemed  to  be  grop- 
ing her  way  about  in  a  fog,  in  reality  very  little  time  had 
passed.  Andre  was  still  looking  at  Bill  Cameron,  waiting  for 
an  answer  to  his  question  and  Tim  Wales  was  returning  from 
the  telephone,  his  footsteps  rapid  and  loud  across  the  tiled 
floor  of  the  hall. 

She  took  a  long  breath  and  began,  "Cecily  .  .  ."  and  Bill 
Cameron's  voice  cut  in  rather  loudly,  "Miss  Sanderson  had 
seen  her.  She  knew  it  was  Cecily  Durant." 

He  did  not  look  at  her.  He  opened  a  box  of  cigarettes  on 
the  table  near  him  and  took  one,  lighting  it  deliberately. 

So  she'd  been  wrong.  He'd  thrown  her  to  the  wolves, 
after  all.  He  was  not  trying  to  protect  her,  but  the  reverse. 
Not  that  it  mattered;  she  had  to  tell  them  everything  she 
knew. 

Andre  had  turned  quickly  to  her,  and  Judith  and  Winnie 
both  gave  her  startled,  questioning  looks.  Tim  Wales  from 
the  doorway  said,  "What's  this?  Did  you  know  the  girl, 
Marny?" 

She  tried  to  sit  more  erectly  in  the  deep  sofa,  pushing  the 
cushions  behind  her.  "No.  No,  but  she  was  here,"  she  began 
again.  How  many  times  would  she  tell  the  police  the  story 
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she  was  about  to  tell  now?  Police  and  reporters  and — a  jury. 
A  jury!  No,  no,  it  couldn't  have  happened.  Not  to  her.  Not 
to  Marny  Sanderson.  Not  even  to  people  one  knew. 

Tim  said,  "Yes,  yes,  go  on.  She  wasn't  staying  here,  was  she, 
Judith?" 

Judith  shook  her  dark  head  once.  She  was  watching  Marny 
and  scarcely  seeming  to  breathe,  so  fixed  was  that  quiet  re- 
gard. And  Bill  Cameron  crossed  quickly  to  Marny  and  took 
the  glass  from  her  hand.  "You've  had  enough  of  that,"  he 
said  shortly,  and  turned  to  the  others.  "She  told  me  when  we 
found  Mrs.  Durant.  It  was  this  way.  Mrs.  Durant  had  come 
to  the  house  and  happened  to  meet  Miss  Sanderson.  She  told 
her  who  she  was.  So  Miss  Sanderson  recognized  her,  of 
course." 

"Cecily  came  here?"  cried  Judith,  watching  Marny. 

"But  she  couldn't  have  .  .  .  She  was  never  here.  .  .  .  We 
didn't  know  there  was  such  a  person — we  ..."  Winnie 
stopped  as  her  father  advanced  heavily.  His  usual  buoyancy 
had  dropped  away.  He  looked  old  and  sagging  and  the  fine 
lines  around  his  eyes  and  mouth  showed  up  sharply.  His 
granite-gray  eyes,  however,  were  never  brighter.  He  said, 
commanding  the  room  instantly,  "This  is  a  bad  business. 
I  don't  need  to  tell  you.  I've  called  the  police;  I  did  it  as 
quickly  as  possible.  We've  got  to  be  on  the  right  side  of  the 
law.  But  before  they  come  we've  got  to  get  some  things  clear. 
We're  in  for  some  ugly  publicity,  in  any  case.  This  girl  was 
your  wife,  Andre?" 
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Andre  looked  at  the  black  screened  door,  he  looked  at 
Judith,  he  looked  at  the  rug,  he  ran  his  hands  through  his 
black  hair  and  said,  "Yes." 

Tim  glanced  at  Judith.  His  look  was  sharp,  cold,  imper- 
sonal. It  was  his  business  look  that  Marny  knew  well.  "Did 
you  know  the  girl?" 

"No,"  replied  Judith  composedly.  "I  knew  she  existed.  I 
never  saw  her." 

"How  long  has  Andre  been  staying  here?  At  Shadow 
Island?" 

Judith's  hands  moved  and  the  emerald  flashed  green  fire. 
"I  don't  know  exactly.  A  month  perhaps." 

Tim  turned  to  Winnie.  "Where  did  he  come  from?"  He 
jerked  his  head  toward  Andre.  "Why  did  you  invite  him 
here?  How  did  you  meet  him?" 

Winnie  went  to  her  father.  Her  stocky  figure  in  its  blue 
ruffled  chiffon,  her  fresh,  clean-looking  face  and  neat  brown 
hair,  the  gesture  with  which  she  put  a  soothing  hand  on  her 
father's  arm  were  all  exactly  like  the  first  Mrs.  Wales.  "Now, 
Father,"  she  said  seriously,  yet  placatively,  "don't  take  that 
tone,  please.  We  invited  Andre  here  because  we  met  him 
and  liked  him,  the  same  as  we  would  invite  any  guest  to  stay 
in  our  home.  This  ..."  Winnie's  calm  seemed  threatened 
for  an  instant,  for  her  mouth  trembled  a  little.  She  continued, 
however,  "This  is  a  terrible  thing.  But  don't  accuse  ..." 

"I'm  not  accusing,"  said  Tim  sharply,  but  he  looked  quieter 
somehow,  comforted  as  Winnie  could  always  comfort  him. 
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He  said,  looking  into  his  daughter's  eyes  directly,  for  they 
were  almost  the  same  height,  "There's  so  little  time  before 
the  police  get  here,  Winnie.  Give  me  the  details.  .  .  ." 

"All  right,"  said  Winnie.  "It's  just  as  I  told  you.  We  met 
him  first,  I  think,  at  Mrs.  Hodge's — you  know,  Ella  Hodge — 
and  then  several  times  at  the  Bath  Club  or  at  different  parties. 
Then,  I  don't  remember  just  how  it  happened  ..." 

Judith  was  sitting  perfectly  still,  watching  Winnie  and 
Tim,  watching  Marny,  watching  everybody  with  those  lovely 
heavily  made-up  eyes.  She  said  suddenly,  "I'll  tell  you  exactly. 
We  were  all  swimming  one  day  at  the  Beach  Club  and  he 
said  he  was  going  to  have  to  move  because  the  hotel  where 
he  was  staying  had  been  sold  and  was  being  redecorated  and 
everybody  was  to  be  turned  out.  So  I  said  if  he  couldn't  find 
a  place  before — oh,  whatever  day  it  was  that  he  was  to  be 
turned  out,  he  could  come  here  and  we'd  put  him  up  till  he 
found  a  place.  So  he  did.  That's  all.  .  .  ." 

Tim  did  not  look  at  her.  He  seemed  to  be  searching  his 
daughter's  eyes  deeply,  as  if  checking  every  detail  of  Judith's 
explanation.  Winnie's  bland,  serious  blue  gaze,  so  like  her 
mother's,  did  not  waver.  She  nodded  as  Judith  finished,  her 
eyes  steady  upon  her  father's.  "That's  right,"  she  said.  "It's 
exactly  what  happened.  And  then  after  a  week  or  so,  I  don't 
know  ..." 

"He  stayed  on.  With  or  without  an  invitation?" 

"Darling,  darling,"  said  Winnie  beseechingly.  "Please — we 
asked  him  to  stay.  You're  making  Andre  seem  an — an  impos- 
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tor.  He  isn't.  He  was  our  guest.  He  still  is  our  guest,  and  he 
is  in  trouble." 

"But,  Winnie  .  .  ."  Tim  hesitated,  blinked  and  said,  "but 
what  of  his  wife?  Why  wasn't  she  here?" 

Andre  cleared  his  throat,  "I'll  tell  you  that,  sir,"  he  said. 
"It — it  is  a  painful  thing  but — the  fact  is  my  wife  was  not 
well." 

There  are  two  sides  to  everything,  Marny  had  thought. 
And  this  was  Andre's  side,  and  he  was  right.  She  had  seen 
tragic  little  Cecily  and  heard  her.  She  leaned  forward,  listen- 
ing. Tim  said  shortly,  "If  she  was  sick,  your  place  was  at 
her  side." 

Judith  moved,  crossing  one  knee  over  the  other.  Marny 
glanced  at  her  and  a  faint  smile  touched  Judith's  painted 
mouth  and  was  gone.  It  was  a  queer  little  shadow,  half  amuse- 
ment, half  derision,  wholly  Judith. 

Andre  said,  his  black  head  up  now,  his  face  grave  and  pale. 
"It  was  not  that  kind  of  sickness,  sir." 

"Are  you  meaning  to  imply  that  your  wife  was  insane?" 

"No,"  said  Andre.  "No.  It  might  have  been  better  if  she 
had  been,  then  she  could  have  gone  to  a  sanitarium  and  been 
properly  treated.  As  it  was  we  could  do  nothing." 

"We?" 

"Myself,  I  should  have  said." 

"Where  was  she?  Where  did  you  leave  her?" 

Andre  hesitated.  He  said,  "She  came  with  me  from  Havana 
some  months  ago.  Her — illness  developed  alarmingly.  She 


was  not  violent — oh,  nothing  like  that.  But  she  had  fancies. 
One  was,  for  a  while,  that  she  didn't  wish  me  to  be  with  her. 
We  were  stopping  in  a  hotel.  She  made  me  leave  and  go  to 
another  hotel.  It  was  all,"  said  Andre  unexpectedly,  "very 
expensive." 

Again  Tim  seemed  to  hesitate  for  an  instant.  Then  he  said, 
"Was  she  alone  there?  Had  she  any  friends?" 

"Laideau  ..."  began  Marny  suddenly,  intending  to  ex- 
plain, intending  to  say  that  Laideau  was  with  Cecily,  that 
he  had  taken  her  away  from  the  island  after  her  talk  with 
Andre,  intending  again,  to  tell  all  the  things  that  must  be 
told,  and  Bill  Cameron  said  loudly,  "We  need  some  coffee 
before  the  police  get  here.  It's  likely  to  last  forever — the  in- 
quiry, I  mean.  May  I  get  it,  Mrs.  Wales  ?  Will  you  show  mc 
the  way,  Marny  ...  ?" 

Tim  had  heard  the  name.  Tim  had  ears  like  a  cat's.  He 
said,  "What's  that?  Laideau,  who  is  that?" 

Judith  said,  "Of  course,  Commander  Cameron.  Tell  the 
butler  ..." 

Andre  said,  "Laideau  is  my  friend.  Cecily  was  fond  of  him; 
he  took  care  of  her.  I'd  trust  him  with  my  wife.  I'm  going 
to  phone  to  him  now." 

Bill  Cameron  had  taken  Marny's  arm  and  half  lifted  her 
from  the  soft  depths  of  the  sofa,  and  then  slid  her  arm  through 
his  own.  Winnie  said  quickly,  "I'll  go.  Let  me  .  .  ." 

"Thanks,  I'll  see  to  it,"  replied  Bill  Cameron  briefly.  "Come 
along,  Marny  ..." 
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They  were  in  the  wide  hall  with  its  gay  tiles  and  white  and 
scarlet  furniture,  now  brilliantly  lighted.  He  steered  her 
rapidly  toward  the  dining  room  at  the  back — a  lovely  room 
with  the  candles  lighted  already  on  the  table  circling  a  great 
silver  bowl  which  reflected  them  and  the  silver  and  glass 
glittering.  Covers  were  laid,  dinner  time  long  past.  He  put 
her  down  in  a  high-backed  chair. 

"For  God's  sake,  why  did  you  drink  all  that?"  he  said 
angrily.  "You  haven't  got  the  head  of  a  kitten.  I'd  have 
stopped  you  if  I'd  known.  Didn't  you  ever  take  a  drink  in 
your  life  before  ?  Stay  there."  He  went  quickly  to  the  swing- 
ing door  into  a  pantry  beyond  and  opened  it.  "Hey,  there, 
Rilly.  Cofifee.  Quick." 

The  door  closed  and  he  came  back  and  stood,  big  and  sub- 
stantial and  solid  in  his  white  uniform  with  its  black  shoulder 
boards.  His  face  was  grave;  the  breeze  came  in  the  open, 
black  rectangles  that  were  windows  and  sent  the  candles 
wavering,  touching  his  high  cheekbones,  and  straight  nose, 
and  chin  with  points  of  flickering  light.  He  said,  "You're 
tight.  You're  in  a  jam.  The  police  will  be  here.  It's  murder. 
How  quickly  can  you  sober  up?" 

"I  don't  know.  I'm  not  tight." 

"You  ..."  he  stopped,  shrugged  and  pulled  a  chair  up 
near  her  suddenly  and  sat  down  close  to  her,  making  her  look 
at  him.  "Listen.  Do  you  understand  me?" 

"Of  course." 

"Well,  then.  I  may  be  the  fool  of  all  the  world  but— I  can't 
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see  any  other  way  to  play  it.  Not  from  here.  I'm  going  to  take 
a  chance." 

"Chance  ..." 

His  eyes  were  exasperated,  worried,  intent  all  at  once.  He 
said  slowly,  marking  the  words,  "I'm  going  to  tell  you  what 
to  say  to  the  police.  Understand?" 

She  had  already  crossed  the  bridge — ugly  and  horrible  and 
full  of  danger.  Danger  that  couldn't  have  come  upon  her, 
Marny,  and  yet  had  done  so.  "I  know,"  she  said.  "I've  got  to 
tell  them  about  Cecily  and  the  gun  and  ..." 

"You're  going  to  do  no  such  thing.  Listen,  for  God's  sake, 
and  shut  up."  He  glanced  at  the  wide,  open  arch  that  led 
from  the  dining  room  into  the  hall.  He  lowered  his  voice. 
"You're  going  to  say  this.  Word  for  word.  Now  pull  yourself 
together,  if  you  can,  and  listen.  You'll  say  that  you  were  in 
your  room — upstairs  there  off  that  balcony.  Cecily  came 
along.  She  stopped  and  said  she  was — oh,  what? — looking 
for  Durant,  of  course.  Had  she  talked  to  him?" 

Marny  sought  back,  trying  to  remember.  "Yes,  yes,  she 
said  she'd  talked  to  him.  She  said  ..." 

"Okay.  She  was  looking  for  Durant.  .  .  ." 

"But  she  .  .  .  " 

". . .  and  you  said  something — How  do  you  do  ? — anything. 
She  said  her  name  was  Cecily  Durant.  And  that's  all  .  .  ." 

"But  ..." 

"That  is  all." 

"I've  got  to  tell  them.  If  she  was  murdered  ..." 
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"That's  why!  Can't  you  understand?" 

She  pushed  her  hands  dazedly  across  her  forehead.  She 
could  understand;  she  knew  exactly  what  he  meant.  Police, 
reporters — and  then  a  jury.  An  ugly  triumvirate  of  inexorable 
fate. 

She  thought  that  and  it  sounded  melodramatic  and  trite 
and  yet  was  horribly  true.  And  Bill  Cameron  said,  "Have  you 
thought  of  what  will  happen?  Newspapers  and  ..." 

"Yes." 

"Then — Marny,  they'll  arrest  you.  I  told  you  that.  No  mat- 
ter who  did  it,  there  you  are  at  hand,  with  a  motive,  with 
self-defense  to  use  as  a  defense.  You  were  in  love  with 
Andre  ..." 

"No  ..." 

"She  threatened  you  with  a  gun.  She  was  found  a  few 
minutes  later,  shot.  You  found  her.  If  any  of  those  facts  get 
into  the  hands  of  the  police  ..." 

"But  I  didn't  kill  her." 

"No,"  said  Bill  Cameron  suddenly  and  very  quietly.  "Some- 
how I  don't  think  you  did." 

The  candles  wavered  gently  again.  The  warm  night  breeze 
touched  Marny 's  face.  For  a  long  moment  she  looked  at  Bill 
Cameron  and  he  looked  at  her.  It  was,  somehow,  like  a  re- 
peated experience.  As  if  they  had  known  each  other,  some- 
where, very  well. 

Perhaps  she  was  tight,  she  thought,  confused;  perhaps  he 
was  right. 
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Perhaps  he  was  right,  too,  in  what  he  told  her.  She  said, 
"But  Cecily  ...  If  she  was  murdered  I've  got  to  help  them 
find  whoever  killed  her.  She — she  was  so  young." 

He  didn't  reply  for  a  moment.  There  was  the  clatter  of 
china,  soft  and  musical  from  somewhere  beyond  the  pantry 
door.  The  breeze  drifted  through  the  room  again.  Then  he 
said,  "All  right.  Be  noble,  and  brave  and  a  martyr  if  you  want 
to.  Be  a  heroine.  Go  right  ahead;  don't  let  me  stop  you.  Or 
good  sense  or  anything.  But  has  it  occurred  to  you  that  your 
little  story  is  going  to  put  Andre  on  a  very  bad  spot?" 

"Andrei" 

"Who  else?  She  was  his  wife!"  He  shrugged.  "Andre  will 
automatically  become  their  first  and  principal  suspect:  You'll 
see.  Your  story  will  present  them  with  the  thing  they'll  need 
most — a  motive.  He  wanted  to  get  rid  of  her  to  marry  you." 

"No,  no,  he  didn't.  He  couldn't  have  ..." 

"Oh,  for  God's  sake,  thin\.  I'm  talking  about  the  police. 
If  you  want  to  give  them  evidence  against  Andre  that'll  hang 
him  or  whatever  capital  punishment  is  in  this  state,  go  right 
ahead.  But  you  ..."  He  paused,  looked  at  her  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  said  in  a  different,  quieter  way :  "Time  is  the  im- 
portant thing  just  now.  Don't  do  anything  irrevocable  until 
— we  see  something  of  the  set-up.  Don't  throw  yourself — or 
Andre — into  a  cell  with  a  murder  charge  until — well,  wait. 
Give  yourself  at  least  a  chance  to  think.  You  can't  defend 
Cecily  now.  You  can't  help  her  now.  Believe  me,  this  is  right. 
For  you — and  certainly  for  Andre.  And  I  ask  you  to  let  your- 
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self  be  persuaded  by  me,  at  least  until,  you  ve  had  time  to 
think.  Until — well,  say  until  morning.  Will  you  promise  me 
that?" 

"Why  are  you  doing  this?"  she  asked  suddenly.  "What 
does  it  matter  ..." 

The  nameless  thing  that  had  held  their  gaze  linked  like 
a  chain  broke  and  dropped  away.  He  got  up  with  a  brusque 
motion.  His  profile,  straight  and  hard,  was  clear  against  the 
candlelight.  He  said  shortly,  "I  don't  know  why.  I'm  not  try- 
ing to  get  something  on  you,  if  that's  what  you  mean."  He 
went  to  the  door  and  met  the  colored  butler  coming  out,  a 
small  silver  tray  in  his  hands,  Bill  Cameron  took  it  and  put 
it  on  the  table  beside  her.  He  took  the  silver  pot  and  began 
to  pour  coffee  into  a  cup  as  the  telephone  in  the  hall  rang 
sharply.  They  could  hear  a  woman's  voice  answer  it — Win- 
nie's— capable,  pleasant  in  spite  of  its  undertones  of  gravity. 
"Yes,  Edward  .  .  .  Yes,  it's  quite  all  right.  Let  them  come  in. 
Oh,  Edward,  there's  been  some  trouble  at  the  house.  Dinner 
is  late;  in  fact,  we've  not  had  it  at  all.  Rilly  will  be  late  bring- 
ing your  supper  over.  But  you'd  better  stay  at  the  gate.  Let 
me  know  if — if  anyone  tries  to  come  in.  Except  Mr.  Laideau 
.  .  .  No,  Laideau.  Lai — deau.  Well,  that's  near  enough.  He'll 
be  here  soon  and  we  are  expecting  him,  so  let  him  come  right 
up  to  the  house.  Thank  you." 

The  telephone  was  put  down.  Winnie's  firm  footsteps  came 
toward  the  dining  room,  nearer  and  nearer.  Bill  Cameron 
finished  pouring  the  hot  clear  stream  of  coffee  into  the  cup. 
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As  Winnie  reached  the  doorway  and  came  in,  her  blue  dress 
rustling,  her  face  pale  in  the  candlelight  but  calm,  Bill  Cam- 
eron said  nonchalantly  to  Marny,  "Sugar?  How  much?" 

Winnie  came  nearer.  "Are  you  all  right,  Marny  ?  I  thought 
you  looked  sick."  Winnie  was  worried;  her  thick,  rather 
shapeless  brown  eyebrows  were  drawn  together.  "That  was 
the  man  at  the  gate,"  she  said.  "He  phoned  to  say  that  the 
police  have  come.  I  told  him  to  send  them  up  to  the  house." 

Bill's  brown  hand  paused,  holding  itself  still  over  the  coffee. 
He  did  not  look  up  but  said,  "The  man  at  the  gate? 
Who  .  .  .?" 

"Oh,"  said  Winnie.  "Edward,  the  chauffeur.  We  always 
have  a  man  at  the  gate  at  night.  Judith  and  I,  living  alone  you 
see — and  so  many  odd  people  drifting  around  these  days 
and  .  .  ." 

"Do  you  mean  that  this  man,  Edward,  is  on  guard  at  the 
gate?" 

"At  the  bridge,  really.  There's  a  little  house  there,  hidden 
by  vines.  I  planted  ..." 

"When  did  he  go  on  duty  ?" 

"Why,  he  always  goes  at  dusk,  about  sundown.  Six,  as  a 
rule  ..." 

"Was  he  there  tonight?"  asked  Bill. 

"Yes,  of  course." 

"Does  he  always  phone  to  the  house  when  somebody 
comes?" 

"Yes." 
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"Who  came  tonight?" 

"Why,  I — nobody.  Except  Charlie  Ingram.  And  you  ..." 

"Is  anybody  else  here  ?  I  mean  besides  you  and  Mrs.  Wales 
and  your  father  and — Marny,  and  me  and  Charlie  Ingram 
andDurant?" 

"Why,  the  servants,  of  course,  but  ..."  Winnie's  eyes 
widened.  She  stared  at  Bill.  Her  breast  moved  quickly  under 
the  folds  of  blue  chiffon.  Slowly  one  large  hand  went  up  to- 
ward her  throat.  "None  of  us  filled  her!" 

Bill  dropped  the  lump  of  sugar  into  the  cup. 

"Here,  Marny,"  he  said,  and  put  the  cup  in  her  hand.  He 
turned  to  Winnie.  "There  are  other  ways  to  get  on  the  island 
— boats — other  ways.  That  doesn't  mean  that  somebody  on 
the  island  killed  Cecily." 

But  it  did  mean  it,  thought  Marny;  and  he  knew  it.  His 
denial  was  really  like  an  affirmation. 

Unless  the  murderer  came  in  a  boat. 

Winnie  said,  "There's  the  bell.  It's  the  police.  I'll  go.  .  .  ." 


CHAPTER  8 


The  police  left  at  exactly  twenty  minutes  after  two  after 
what  seemed  a  very  long  time;  however  they  did  not  ques- 
tion Marny  beyond  a  few  formal  questions  as  to  the  position 
of  the  body,  and  her  discovery  of  it,  and  she  did  not  tell  them 
of  Cecily's  visit  to  her  room  and  Cecily's  threats. 

So  far  as  she  knew  she  made  no  decision  about  it.  She 
accepted  Bill  Cameron's  decision  as  instinctively  as  if  it  were 
a  lifeline  or  a  safe  and  unexpected  path  through  a  dark  and 
treacherous  swamp.  His  logic,  however,  was  irrefutable  and 
forceful.  The  police  might  suspect  her  if  they  knew  the  whole 
— indeed  they  would  certainly  suspect  her.  Cecily's  words,  the 
gun,  Marny 's  discovery  of  the  murder  could  all  be,  in  the 
hands  of  the  police,  terribly  damning  evidence.  Jury  evidence, 
strong  and  tight  and  convincing.  She  knew  that;  yet  there 
was  a  certain  security  in  her  own  knowledge  of  her  own  inno- 
cence. It  might  be  a  deceiving  sense  of  security,  but  it  was 
there.  She  hadn't  murdered  Cecily  and  somehow,  somewhere, 
there  must  be  a  way  to  prove  it.  But  perhaps  no  such  proof 
existed  for  Andre;  and  in  any  case  her  story  would  damn  him 
even  more  certainly  and  inevitably  than  it  would  herself,  for 
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Andre  was,  as  Bill  Cameron  had  said  he  would  be,  the  im- 
mediate suspect  of  the  police. 

It  was  instantly  evident.  They  didn't  even  question  anyone 
at  length,  except  Andre.  Andre  and  Laideau,  who  came  at 
once  in  response  to  a  telephone  call  from  Andre  and  arrived 
soon  after  the  police  came. 

Led  by  Tim  and  Charlie  and  Bill  they  tramped  down  across 
the  lawn;  policemen  in  uniform  and  detectives  and,  later, 
the  medical  examiner.  Their  flashlights  shot  long  dancing 
rays  of  whiteness  over  grass  and  shrubbery  and  the  black 
water  which  broke  into  a  thousand  small,  glittering  waves. 
And  then  disappeared  behind  the  bamboos. 

They  made  Andre  identify  the  body,  watching  him  prob- 
ably, as  he  did  so,  for  any  betraying  word  or  look  or  move. 
She  must  warn  Andre,  thought  Marny  rather  desperately. 
She  must  tell  him  what  had  happened;  she  must  put  him 
on  his  guard.  There  was  no  possible  way  to  do  so,  then. 

Later,  photographs  were  made.  Marny  and  Winnie,  stand- 
ing on  the  porch,  could  see  the  explosions  of  light  outlining 
the  bamboos  and  lighting  the  water  in  flashes.  Eventually 
someone  brought  an  enormous  electric  torch  which  lighted 
up  the  area  down  by  the  pier.  They  searched  the  island,  and 
Marny  and  Winnie  watched  that,  too,  and  heard  the  voices 
of  the  men.  All  the  lights  on  the  grounds  were  turned  on, 
and  all  the  lights  in  the  house.  They  tramped  through  the 
house,  opening  closet  doors,  asking  questions.  They  found 
no  one  hiding,  and  Edward,  brought  from  his  post  at  the 
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bridge,  said  that  no  one  had  come  onto  the  island  from  the 
public  causeway,  except  Commander  Cameron  and  Mr.  In- 
gram, whom  he  identified. 

Shortly  after  that  an  ambulance  came  and  men  carried 
away  a  burden  which  seemed  light,  from  the  way  they  walked 
across  the  lawn  and  toward  the  drive,  without  entering  the 
house.  Judith  came  then,  and  watched  them  go,  her  lovely 
face  a  mask,  her  dark  eyes  lambent.  Winnie  shivered  a  little, 
and  put  her  arm  around  Judith. 

Marny  turned  away,  unable  to  watch  that  small,  somber 
procession,  with  the  light  from  electric  torches  glimmering 
eerily  around  it.  She  went  into  the  drawing  room.  She'd  get 
a  cigarette;  she'd  do  anything,  she'd  simply  sit  down  there  by 
the  calla  lilies  and  stare  at  the  beige  and  white  rugs  and  wait. 

And  Andre  was  in  the  hall.  She  heard  him  come  in.  She 
heard  the  door  close  and  his  footsteps,  slow  and  uneven,  and 
she  went  to  the  door  of  the  drawing  room  and  Andre  was 
standing  in  the  middle  of  the  hall.  He  looked  shrunken, 
somehow,  his  shoulders  drawn  in.  His  face  was  pale  and 
glistening.  He  was  wiping  it  with  his  handkerchief  and  he 
looked  over  it  quickly,  jerkily  at  Marny. 

"Andre,"  she  cried,  but  low,  remembering  Judith  and  Win- 
nie on  the  porch.  She  went  to  him.  "Andre,  I'm  so  terribly 
sorry." 

He  looked  at  her  without  speaking,  wiping  his  face,  his 
dark  eyes  black  and  bewildered  and  unfathomable.  "Andre," 
she  looked  over  her  shoulder.  No  one  was  in  the  dining  room 
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and  it  was  at  some  distance,  anyway;  no  one  was  on  the  broad 
stairway;  she  had  left  Judith  and  Winnie  on  the  porch.  She 
said,  whispering,  "Cecily  came  to  me,  Andre.  She  had  a  gun. 
She  said  you  had  told  her  that  you  wanted  to  leave  her.  For — 
for  me.  Because  of  me." 

Still  Andre  did  not  speak  but  only  stared  at  her,  as  if  not 
understanding,  wiping  his  face.  She  shook  his  arm  a  little. 
"Andre,  you  must  listen.  You  didn't  tell  Cecily  that?" 

He  moved  his  lips  twice  before  a  sound  came  out.  Then 
he  said,  "Tell  Cecily  what?" 

"That  you — that  you  were  in  love  with  me.  That  you 
wanted  to — to  marry  me.  That  you  didn't  want  her." 

He  shook  his  black  head.  "No.  Certainly  not.  Never." 

"She  said — she  thought  .  .  .  Andre,  you're  not  listening. 
I  know  it's  horrible,  but  don't  you  see,  you've  got  to  know. 
They'll  suspect  you.  They'll  .  .  .  Andre,  did  you  see  Cecily 
tonight  at  all?  I  mean  after  we  got  here  from  the  airport?" 

Andre  blinked  slowly.  "No.  She  ..."  His  eyes  quickened, 
as  if  at  last  the  thing  she  was  trying  to  tell  him  had  got 
through  his  terrible,  tragic  preoccupation.  "Marny,  what  are 
you  saying?" 

"Sh — sh.  Listen  ..."  Half  whispering,  quickly,  she  told 
him  the  story.  His  face  was  still  unmoved  and  white  like  a 
wax  mask,  but  his  eyes,  staring  at  the  floor,  were  alive  and 
comprehensive.  He  said,  when  she'd  finished,  only  two  words, 
"Poor  Cecily." 

"Andre,  don't  you  see  .  .  .  ?" 


He  looked  at  her  then.  "Marny,  you  are  so  good.  So — 
normal  and  generous  and — and  right,  somehow.  Not  like 
Cecily.  It  was  horrible,  Marny.  I  tried  to  make  things  better. 
I  didn't  know  when  I  married  her.  Poor  child,  it  wasn't  her 
fault.  It  was — it  was  in  her  blood,  I  suppose.  And  she  was  so 
young.  I  only  thought  she  was  young,  you  see,  and  changeable 
and  ..."  He  pressed  both  hands  over  his  forehead  with  a 
kind  of  groan.  "I  thought  things  would  be  all  right;  I  couldn't 
give  up.  Yet  even  when  I  began  to  realize  that  there  wasn't 
any  hope,  I  hoped.  I  couldn't  tell  you  about  her.  How  could 
I  ?  How  could  I  tell  anyone  ?  How  could  I  bring  the  shadow 
of — of  that  into  anyone's  house?  I  didn't  see  her  tonight,  I 
didn't  know  she  was  on  the  island.  If  she  said  all  that  to  you, 
it  was  another  of  her  fancies.  She  had  them.  She  hated 
women.  She  was  crazily  jealous.  It  was  one  of  her — her 
delusions." 

Footsteps  were  entering  from  the  porch,  across  the  draw- 
ing room.  Marny  whispered,  "Someone  is  coming.  .  .  ." 

Andre  gripped  her  hands.  "Who  did  it,  Marny  ?  Do  you 
know  ?  Did  you  see  anyone — anything  ...  ?" 

Winnie  came  to  the  door,  saw  them  and  stopped. 

Andre  let  go  Marny 's  hands.  Winnie  said,  "Can  I  help 
you,  Andre?  Has  anything  happened?  I  mean  .  .  ." 

Andre  touched  his  face  again  with  his  handkerchief.  "No, 
no,  Winnie.  It's  only  that  the  police  have  been  questioning 
me  and  are  going  to  again.  As  if  I  had  killed  her  .  .  ." 

Winnie  waited  a  moment,  her  hands  automatically  smooth- 
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ing  down  her  blue  dress,  her  eyes  anxious.  She  said  then,  "But 
you  didn't,  Andre.  You  couldn't  have.  We  have  faith  in 
you,  all  of  us.  Don't  let  them  trap  you  into  saying  some- 
thing that  is  wrong  or  suspicious.  Be  very  careful.  Things 
will  blow  over.  I'm  sure  of  it.  Some  tramp  killed  her,  or 
somehow,  she  shot  herself.  I  don't  know  how  but  she  must 
have  done  that.  She  .  .  .  Listen,  Andre,  I'm  going  to  order 
some  food.  We'll  all  be  the  better  for  it.  You  haven't  had 
anything  to  eat — none  of  us  have  had.  Go  in  there  and — 
and  have  a  drink.  Not  too  much,  of  course,  and  when  they 
question  you,  just  tell  the  truth  and  no  more.  I'll  speak  to 
Rilly." 

She  moved  toward  the  dining  room.  Even  her  neat  hair 
and  her  square  brown  shoulders  rising  above  her  blue  din- 
ner dress  seemed,  somehow,  adequate  and  comforting.  Andre 
said,  "Winnie  is  so  sensible.  Yes,  I'll  do  that.  I'll  .  .  "  His 
eyes  met  Marny's.  "Thank  you." 

"I  had  to  warn  you.  .  .  ." 

"Oh,  not  for  that.  For  something  much  greater.  For  having 
faith  in  me,"  said  Andre,  and  went  into  the  drawing  room. 

Rilly  came  with  sandwiches  and  coffee  and  Winnie  made 
them  all  eat. 

The  photographers  and  the  fingerprint  men  had  gone; 
the  police  had  apparently  done  everything  they  could  do  at 
the  pier,  and  drifted  to  the  house.  The  police  by  that  time 
consisted  of  three  policemen  in  uniform,  and  a  chief  of  de- 
tectives in  a  neat  gray  seersucker  suit  with  a  blue  tie,  and 
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tanned  face  and  extraordinarily  honest-looking,  light-blue 
eyes.  It  was  strangely  matter-of-fact.  Winnie  had  the  plates 
of  sandwiches  and  coffee  brought  out  on  the  porch  and  put 
on  a  long  table  there,  and  had  candles  lighted  and  put  in 
hurricane  lamps.  Everyone  ate  or  pretended  to;  even  Andre, 
sitting  on  one  of  the  gaily  cushioned  chairs,  made  a  pretence 
at  it  and  gulped  several  cups  full  of  coffee  quickly  as  if  he 
needed  it.  But  he  seemed,  Marny  thought,  more  like  him- 
self, less  stunned  and  frozen. 

Poor  Andre.  And  poor,  tragic  little  Cecily. 

She  must  have  killed  herself— somehow,  some  way.  Freak- 
ish, queer,  seemingly  inexplicable  things  could  happen  in 
cases  of  suicide.  Couldn't  they  ? 

It  gave  the  women  something  to  do,  moving  about,  see- 
ing that  cups  and  plates  were  supplied — that  is,  it  gave  Win- 
nie and  Marny  something  to  do.  Judith  sat  back  in  a  low 
chair,  with  her  small,  slender  feet  in  their  black  sandals 
crossed  on  a  hassock,  and  twisted  her  emerald  on  her  finger 
and  did  nothing.  There  was  very  little  talk  while  they  ate. 
There  was  no  way  to  know  whether  or  not  there  had  been 
any  discoveries  leading  to  the  identification  of  the  murderer 
or  to  any  sort  of  reconstruction  of  what  had  taken  place 
there,  so  silently  (yet  the  girl  had  been  shot),  so  swiftly  (while 
Marny  was  dressing),  so  stealthily  (for  no  one  had  known 
of  it). 

Tim  said  once,  looking  up  from  his  coffee  with  his  lit- 
tle bright  eyes  shrewd  and  his  face  sharply  lined  and  guarded, 
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that  they  hadn't  known  the  girl.  "I  never  saw  her  before," 
he  said.  "None  of  us  knew  her.  She  wasn't  well.  .  .  ." 

"So  you  said,  Mr.  Wales,"  said  the  chief  of  detectives.  His 
name  was  Jimmy  Manson.  He  was  a  captain  by  rank.  He 
was  thinnish,  with  thinning  brown  hair,  a  sun-tanned,  rather 
wrinkled  face,  just  a  man  such  as  one  would  meet  a  hun- 
dred times  in  a  day,  on  the  streets,  in  the  bank,  at  the  post 
office,  anywhere.  He  took  the  last  bite  of  a  sandwich  and 
lifted  his  cup,  eyeing  Tim  over  the  rim  of  it.  "So  you  said. 
I'll  get  some  statements  from  all  of  you  as  soon  as  we  finish 
eating.  This  was  a  good  idea,  Miss  Wales.  Nothing  like  food 
where  there's  a  hard  job  ahead.  We  don't  have  many  mur- 
der cases  here  and" — he  glanced  at  Andre — "there's  no  use 
saying  they  are  easy  on  anybody.  You  did  right  to  call  the 
police  right  away.  It  beats  all  sometimes  the  way  people 
get  so  upset  they  don't  know  what  to  do  and  it's  a  long 
time  before  actually  they  think  about  calling  the  police.  You'd 
think  that'd  be  the  first  thing  anybody  would  think  of.  Re- 
minds me,  how  about  lawyers  ?  Any  of  you  folks  feel  you'd 
like  to  have  your  lawyer  in  on  this  ?  Sometimes  a  police  in- 
vestigation takes  a  long  time,  you  know.  Sometimes  we  get 
a  break  right  away  but  sometimes  not." 

"Are  you  advising  us  to  get  lawyers?"  asked  Tim  sharply, 
looking  surprised. 

Captain  Manson  shrugged.  "Sure,  if  you  want  to.  You're 
a  pretty  famous  man,  Mr.  Wales.  I  want  everything  to  be  on 
the  up  and  up." 
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"But  I  don't  know  anything  about  the  girl's  murder!" 
said  Tim  angrily. 

"That's  what  I  mean,  Mr.  Wales.  But  it  did  happen  on 
your  island,  you  see.  All  o£  you — your  wife,"  said  Captain 
Manson  easily,  looking  rather  hard  at  another  sandwich, 
"everybody — is  likely  to  get  into  the  papers  about  it.  We  can't 
help  that,  you  know.  Reporters'll  be  here  soon  as  they  get 
onto  what's  happened.  You  know  that's  their  job,  of  course. 
News.  How  about  you,  Mr.  Durant  ?" 

Andre  lifted  his  head  with  a  jerk.  "I  didn't  murder  her, 
either,"  he  said. 

"Now,  now,"  said  Captain  Manson.  "It's  only  for  your  own 
good.  If  you  don't  want  a  lawyer,  you  don't  have  to  have 
one." 

Something  inside  Marny  roused  for  an  instant  and  said, 
the  man  is  smart.  He  knows  now  that  no  one  will  call  a 
lawyer.  He'll  question  and  inquire  without  interference. 
What  did  he  mean  by  that  crack  about  Judith?  Or  was  it  a 
crack  ?  Or  did  it  mean  anything  ? 

Bill  Cameron,  his  Navy  whites  no  longer  immaculate  but 
wrinkled  and  stained  with  grass  across  the  knees,  slapped 
at  a  mosquito  and  Winnie  said,  "Perhaps  we'd  better  go 
inside.  There  are  so  many  bugs.  .  .  ," 

They  were  circling  around  the  candles,  beating  against 
the  glass  shields.  Tim  said  slowly,  "Why,  yes.  Yes,  that's  a 
good  idea,  Winnie.  Shall  we  .  .  .  ?" 

He  led  the  way,  host-like,  holding  the  door  open  for  Judith, 
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who  rose  gracefully,  still  without  speaking,  and  preceded 
him.  In  the  long  living  room  with  its  low  tables,  its  calla 
lilies,  its  pleasant,  gay  and  everyday  atmosphere,  Captain 
Manson  made  a  little  speech  about  murder.  He  stood  beside 
the  white  piano,  leaning  on  it  as  Andre  had  done,  and  said 
he  had  to  tell  them  that  a  murder  inquiry  was  very  difficult 
and  that  they  must  not  think,  when  he  asked  questions  or 
when  another  detective  or  policeman  asked  questions,  that 
they  were  going  outside  their  line  of  duty. 

"It's  our  job,  you  see,"  he  said,  and  took  a  cigarette  and 
lighted  it.  "So  I  wanted  to  say  now  that  it'll  make  every- 
thing easier  for  everybody  if  you'll  answer  and  not  be  wor- 
ried about  getting  involved  in  anything.  Nobody's  going 
to  be  accused  of  murder  falsely,  if  I  can  help  it,  and  I'll  do 
everything  I  can — and  that's  quite  a  lot — to  keep  anything 
out  of  the  newspapers  that  you  want  kept  out." 

"I  don't  think  we  have  anything  to  hide,  Captain,"  said 
Tim  Wales  at  once.  Tim  is  smart,  too,  thought  Marny,  in 
another  odd  flash  of  something  that  was  normal  and  sensible 
and  everyday — which  again  was  lost  in  nightmare.  For  that 
naturally  was  what  it  was;  a  nightmare  with  a  nightmare's 
occasional  flash  of  some  small  detail,  some  picture,  some 
sensation  that  seemed  clear  and  real,  as  if  to  disprove  the 
nightmare. 

One  of  the  policemen  took  out  a  paper-bound  notebook 
and  a  pencil  and  the  slight  motion  caught  Marny's  eyes.  It 
was  one  such  detail — this  was  a  nightmare,  Cecily  was  mur- 
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dered,  things  like  that  didn't  happen.  .  .  .  And  the  note- 
book, and  the  policeman  putting  a  pencil  to  his  lips  and 
examining  the  point  o£  it  matter-of-factly,  seemed  to  prove 
that  it  had  happened. 

"Now,  as  I  understand  it,"  said  Captain  Manson,  smoking, 
"it  happened  like  this.  Miss  Sanderson  .  .  ."  his  blue  eyes 
traveled  around  the  room  and  reached  Marny,  who  found 
herself  nodding.  (And  thinking  briefly  that  it  had  not  taken 
him  long  to  learn  their  names  and  to  link  those  names  with 
the  right  people.)  "Miss  Sanderson,  walking  down  to  the 
pier,  found  her  just  as  Commander  Cameron  got  there.  They 
saw  she  was  dead  and  then  Mr.  Ingram  came  and  Mr.  Ingram 
and  Miss  Sanderson  came  back  to  the  house  and  you" — he 
looked  at  Bill  Cameron,  sitting  solidly  on  a  hassock,  smoking 
also — "stayed  with  the  body  until  Mr.  Wales  came.  Then 
all  three  of  you  came  to  the  house  and  you,  Mr.  Wales,  called 
the  police.  Now  then,  you  say  you  didn't  touch  the  body, 
Commander,  out  you  looked  about  the  shrubbery  and  didn't 
see  a  gun  anywhere." 

"That's  right,"  said  Bill  Cameron.  "I  told  you " 

"Got  a  record  of  that,  Willie?"  said  Captain  Manson, 
looking  at  the  policeman  with  the  notebook,  who  looked 
rather  big  and  awkward  and  slow  and  who  was  making 
lightning-like  marks,  shorthand  probably,  in  his  notebook. 
He  nodded  without  looking  up.  The  detective  said,  "Now 
let's  try  to  get  some  of  the  main  facts  straight.  Mr.  Wales, 
you  said  you  didn't  hear  the  shot?" 
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"No,  I  didn't." 

"Did  anybody  hear  it?" 

There  was  a  silence.  Judith,  on  the  sofa,  twisted  her  emerald 
ring.  Winnie  had  picked  up  her  knitting  bag  and  was  hold- 
ing it  in  her  lap,  gripping  it  tightly  as  if  the  touch  of  some- 
thing homely  and  matter-of-fact  was  comforting.  Andre  sat 
huddled  in  a  great  armchair,  his  head  leaning  on  a  hand 
that  shielded  his  face.  Laideau  stood  behind  him. 

The  light  was  on  Laideau's  face.  Marny  had  not  seen  him 
when  he  arrived.  He  had  been  met  by  Andre  and  they  had 
gone  immediately  across  the  lawn  and  not  through  the  house, 
to  the  pier  and  the  bamboo  hedge  where  Cecily  lay.  Marny 
had  been  aware  of  him  on  the  candle-lighted  terrace — a  man 
of  medium  height  with  great  stooped  shoulders  and  long 
arms;  a  man  who  looked  large  because  his  features  were 
heavy  and  his  head  big;  but  he  had  said  nothing,  had  kept 
close  to  Andre,  had  refused  anything  but  coffee.  He  wore 
a  white  shirt,  open  at  the  throat,  rather  soiled  white  trousers 
and  rubber-soled  tennis  shoes.  He  was  the  man  she'd  seen 
in  the  boat  with  Cecily.  His  thick,  gleaming  black  hair, 
parted  on  one  side,  his  powerful-looking  shoulders,  were 
unmistakable.  Laideau  had  to  know  something  of  the  story. 
He  had  brought  Cecily  and  had  taken  her  away,  and  then 
probably  had  brought  her  back.  Did  he  \now  why  Cecily 
had  come?  Did  he  \now  why  she  had  returned? 

His  face  was  sallow,  his  eyes,  half  hidden  under  thick 
black  eyebrows,  his  mouth  unrevealing.  He  did  not  seem 
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to  look  at  her,  he  did  not  seem  to  look  at  anyone.  He  only 
listened  and  stood  beside  Andre.  Bill  Cameron  shook  ashes 
from  his  cigarette  and  said  that  probably  nobody  had  heard 
the  sound  of  the  shot  because  there  was  so  much  noise  about 
the  place. 

"Noise!"  cried  Winnie,  looking  surprised.  "But  it  was  so 
quiet  .  .  ." 

"I  mean  the  radio  was  going,"  said  Bill.  "When  I  arrived. 
Nobody  was  down  yet  and  I  sat  there  on  the  porch.  Several 
boats  passed — motor  boats — and  once  an  outboard  and  you 
know  what  a  hell  of  a  racket  they  make.  If  the  girl  was  shot 
here  on  the  island,  the  noise  of  the  boats  might  have  cov- 
ered the  sound  of  the  shot." 

"If  she  .  .  ."  Tim  shot  him  a  look  of  quick  comprehen- 
sion which  had  something  like  gratitude  for  the  suggestion 
in  it.  He  said  coolly  and  promptly  to  the  detective,  "But  then 
I  don't  see  how  she  could  have  been  shot  here  on  the  island, 
Captain.  She  must  have  been  killed  some  other  place  and 
brought  here.  By  boat  .  .  ." 

Laideau  spoke.  It  was  the  first  time  Marny  had  heard  his 
voice.  It  was  metallic  and  rusty-sounding,  as  if  he  hadn't 
used  it  for  a  long  time.  His  little  dark  eyes,  too  close  together 
over  the  bridge  of  his  large  nose,  sought  the  captain.  "I  told 
you,"  he  said,  "that  I  brought  her  here.  I  did.  But  she  was 
alive." 

"Let's  have  that  again,  if  you  please,"  said  the  Captain. 
"Only  a  brief  statement  for  the  record." 


««§  105  ^ 

"Well."  Laideau  seemed  to  hesitate.  He  turned  to  the  po- 
liceman who  was  writing.  "She  wanted  to  come  to  Shadow 
Island.  She  asked  me  to  bring  her  in  a  rowboat.  So  I  did. 
She  came  up  to  the  house  and  I  waited  down  there  at  the 
pier.  She  came  back  and  got  in  the  boat  and  we  started 
away.  Then  she  said  that  she  wanted  to  come  back.  Said  she'd 
forgotten  something.  So  I  rowed  her  back  to  the  pier. 
She  got  out  and  said  for  me  not  to  wait  but  go  on  back  to 
Miami  Beach.  Said  she'd  get  home  all  right.  So  I  did.  That's 
all." 

"Okay,"  said  the  Captain.  "Now  let's  see.  Why  did  she 
want  to  come  to  Shadow  Island?" 

Laideau's  opaque  dark  eyes  shifted  to  the  captain.  "She 
didn't  say." 

"Why  did  she  want  to  return?" 

"She  didn't  say  that  either." 

"I  see."  The  detective  had  a  disarming  appearance  of  ac- 
cepting every  statement  at  its  face  value.  He  was  smart, 
thought  Marny  again,  her  business  sense  (the  sense  that 
Tim  Wales  had  trained  and  cultivated)  rising  to  the  surface 
again,  touching  this  new  Marny  who  didn't  seem  to  know 
what  she  was  doing,  who  was  perplexed  and  horribly  be- 
wildered and  frightened. 

"Mr.  Durant,"  said  the  detective,  suddenly  turning  to 
Andre*.  "This  has  been  a  shock,  of  course.  Can  you  .  .  .  ? 
I've  got  to  ask  you  some  questions,  you  understand." 

Andre  gave  a  kind  of  shiver,  like  a  dog  coming  out  of 
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water.  "All  right,"  he  said  in  a  muffled  voice  behind  his 
hand.  Judith  made  a  sharp  motion  forward,  opened  a  crys- 
tal cigarette  box,  took  out  a  long  cigarette,  reached  for  a  match 
and  then  accepted  a  light  from  Charlie  Ingram,  seated  be- 
side her,  his  monocle  in  place  and  glittering  this  way  and 
that  as  he  listened  avidly.  The  detective  said  as  the  match 
sputtered,  "What  was  your  wife's  maiden  name?" 

"Watts,"  said  Andre,  behind  his  hand. 

"Cecily  Watts?" 

"Of  course." 

"Where  was  her  home?" 

There  was  a  slight  pause,  then  Andre  said  heavily,  "In 
Jamaica.  She  was  the  daughter  of  an  English  planter.  He 
owned  a  sugar  plantation."  ("It  was  in  her  blood,"  Andre 
had  said.  "She  was  so  young.  .  .  .") 

Marny  held  tight  to  the  arm  of  her  chair. 

"Is  he  alive?" 

"No." 

"Relatives?" 

"I  don't  know.  I  believe  there  was  a  cousin  in  England. 
Cecily  didn't  correspond  much  with  her." 

"When  were  you  married?" 

"About  a  year  ago." 

"Was  her  father  alive  then?" 

"He  died  the  week  we  were  married.  He'd  been  sick  a 
long  time.  His  name  was  Harrison  Watts."  Andre  moved 
restively.  "There's  a  record  of  everything  there  at  Kingston, 
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if  you  want  it.  I  don't  see  what  this  has  to  do  with 
Cecily " 

"I  was  thinking  of  people  to  notify.  Had  your  wife  any 
enemies?" 

"Not  that  I  know  of." 

Laideau  said  raspingly,  "She  was  her  own  worst  enemy. 
She  shot  herself  and  threw  the  gun  into  the  sea.  She  was 
not  well." 

"That  would  have  been  impossible,"  said  the  detective  so 
completely  without  emphasis  that  it  was  flatly  convincing. 
"She  was  murdered.  .  .  .  Had  she  any  enemies?"  he  re- 
peated, looking  at  Andre. 

"No,"  said  Andre  after  a  pause.  "Laideau  is  right,  though. 
She  wasn't  well.  It  is  why  we  were  not  living  together." 

"I  see.  Had  you  taken  her  to  a  doctor?" 

"No.  She  wouldn't  let  me.  She  had  fancies  like  that." 

"Yes,"  said  Laideau  heavily,  little  eyes  fixed  on  the  detec- 
tive, sallow  heavy  face  impassive.  "She  had  fancies  like  that. 
It  is  why  I  did  not  question  her  when  she  wished  to  come 
here,  and  when  she  wished  to  return  to  the  island.  It  was 
always  best  to  humor  her." 

"You  mean  that  she  was  mentally  unsteady?  Erratic?" 

"Yes,"  said  Andre. 

"But  did  you  not  consult  a  doctor?" 

"No.  I  thought  it  best  to — to  wait.  I  hoped  she  would  be 
better." 

"Mr.  Durant,  I  must  ask  you  if  you  quarreled  with  your 
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wife.  I  could  ask  the  employees,  the  maids  and  the  bellboys 
at  the  hotel  where  you  tell  me  she  lived,  but  I  would  prefer 
getting  your  statement  about  it." 

He'll  ask  them  anyway,  thought  Marny.  He  is  saying  that 
to  warn  Andre.  Andre  was  aware  of  it  too.  He  said,  "I  told 
you  she  was  not  well.  There  were  times  when  she  was  hys- 
terical. It  was  not  easy." 

Laideau  said,  "I  was  there.  He  did  everything  he  could 
do  for  her." 

The  detective  put  out  his  cigarette  and  took  a  fresh  one 
and  lighted  it.  He  said,  "Mr.  Wales  tells  me  that  he  had 
never  seen  Mrs.  Durant.  Did  you  know  her,  Mrs.  Wales?" 

Judith  said,  "I  knew  of  her.  I  had  never  seen  her." 

She  did  not  add  to  it;  she  did  not  explain.  Her  lovely 
face  was  cool  and  unmoved.  She  returned  the  detective's 
glance  with  every  appearance  of  candor.  He  said,  "I  under- 
stand Mr.  Durant  is  a  guest  here." 

"Yes,  he  is,"  replied  Judith.  "He  has  been  here  almost  a 
month.  Except  for  a  trip  to  New  York." 

"I  didn't  know  about  that,"  said  the  detective.  "When  did 
you  return,  Mr.  Durant?  Did  you  take  your  wife  with 
you?" 

Andre  said,  his  hand  still  over  his  eyes,  his  mouth  ap- 
parently steady,  "I  went  to  New  York  a  week  ago,  a  little 
over  a  week  ago,  on  business.  Cecily  remained  at  the  Villa 
Nova,  the  hotel.  I  got  back  this  afternoon." 

"We  all  arrived  together,"  Tim  Wales  explained.  They 
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had  come  in  by  plane;  they  had  reached  the  house  before 
seven  o'clock. 

"Did  you  communicate  with  your  wife,  Mr.  Durant?  I 
mean  during  your  visit  north?" 

"No." 

There  was  a  little  silence.  An  insect  buzzed  loudly  at  the 
screen.  The  detective  said,  "Mrs.  Durant  must  have  had 
some  purpose  in  coming  here.  Was  it  to  see  you,  Mr. 
Durant?" 

"No."  Andre  took  his  hand  away  and  looked  at  the  de- 
tective, his  eyes  bright  and  hard.  "I  did  not  see  her.  I 
did  not  see  her  or  talk  to  her.  I  know  nothing  of  this. 
Nothing." 

"Miss  Sanderson  saw  her,"  said  Bill  Cameron  suddenly. 
"I  told  you  about  that.  Mrs.  Durant  was  on  the  balcony,  so 
she  did  reach  the  house." 

"I  understand  she  told  you  her  name."  The  detective  was 
looking  at  Marny  and  Marny  replied  as  if  somebody  else 
were  speaking,  not  Marny ;  somebody  over  whom  she  had  no 
control;  somebody  who'd  been  told  what  to  say  and  why, 
and  how  to  say  it.  "Yes.  Yes,  she  told  me  her  name." 

"About  what  time  was  that?" 

"I'm  not  sure."  She  thought  back.  It  had  been  a  quarter 
after  seven  when  she  had  returned  to  her  room  from  the 
pool.  She  had  talked  to  Judith,  rinsed  her  hair,  had  a  long 
bath.  "I  think  it  was  after  seven-thirty.  I'm  not  sure." 

"Had  you  ever  seen  her  before?  Did  you  know  her?" 
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"No.  She  .  .  ." 

"She  was  very  nervous,  Miss  Sanderson  said,"  intervened 
Bill  Cameron,  with  every  appearance  of  being  helpful  and 
informative.  "Then  she  went  down  to  the  boat  and  I  saw 
it  leave."  He  jerked  his  head  toward  Laideau.  "As  you  know, 
Laideau  was  with  her,  rowing." 

"Did  anyone  else  see  her?"  asked  the  detective.  His  blue 
eyes  went  slowly  around  the  room.  No  one  spoke.  He  said, 
"I'll  have  to  ask  for  statements,  by  the  way.  I  may  as  well  do 
it  now.  So  far  as  we  know  now  the  girl  was  killed  between 
seven-thirty  and  a  quarter  after  eight,  when  she  was  found. 
Is  that  right,  Commander?" 

Bill  Cameron  thought  for  an  instant,  frowning  a  little,  his 
mouth  tight.  Then  he  gave  a  quick  nod.  "Yes,  I  think  so.  I 
arrived  about  seven-thirty,  perhaps  a  little  after  that.  No  one 
was  down  yet;  the  butler  showed  me  to  this  room  and  I  went 
out  on  the  porch.  As  I  told  you,  I  saw  her  leave.  It  was  not 
later  than  eight-fifteen  when  we  found  her." 

Judith  stirred.  She  sat  up  straight.  A  long  gray  ash  dropped 
from  her  cigarette  onto  her  lap,  and  she  said  clearly,  "If  you 
want  alibis,  Captain  Manson,  then  I  can  give  you  at  least 
one." 

Tim  said,  "Judith  .  .  /' 

"You  seem  to  believe  that  Andre — Mr.  Durant — may  have 
murdered  his  wife.  Simply  because  she  was  his  wife  and 
you  must  have  a  suspect.  But  I  can  tell  you  that  he  didn't." 
She  lowered  her  eyes,  slowly,  so  the  white  eyelids  veiled 
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them.  She  appeared  to  look  at  her  cigarette  burning  down 
almost  to  the  slender,  white  finger  tips.  She  said,  "He  was 
with  me." 

But  Andre,  thought  Marny  suddenly,  in  the  sudden  silence, 
had  not  told  her  that. 


CHAPTER  9 


Tim  Wales  got  up  with  a  violent  motion  and  stood  with  his 
shiny,  fat  hands  doubled  up,  his  face  red.  Winnie  got  up 
quickly,  too,  said  repressively,  "Now,  Father,"  and  went  to 
sit  beside  her  stepmother. 

"I'm  sorry,  Tim," said  Judith,  without  looking  at  her  elderly 
husband.  "But  obviously  the  police  suspect  him,  and  he  sim- 
ply couldn't  have  done  it.  He  .  .  ."  She  looked  directly  at 
the  policeman  with  the  notebook  and  made  her  statement. 
It  was  brief,  concise  and  simple.  She  had  gone  to  Marny's — 
Miss  Sanderson's — room  and  talked  for  a  few  minutes.  She 
had  happened  to  note  the  time  when  she  left  and  it  was  just 
past  seven-thirty.  She  had  returned  to  her  own  room,  and 
Andre,  already  dressed  for  dinner,  had  come  to  her  there.  He 
had  wanted  to  tell  her  the  outcome  of  his  business  in  New 
York.  She  was  in  the  dressing  room  adjoining  her  bedroom 
and  had  heard  him  knock  at  the  bedroom  door  and  told  him 
to  come  in. 

"I  told  him  I  was  dressing,  to  sit  down  and  wait.  He  sat 
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in  a  chair  by  the  window  and  talked  through  the  door.  It 
was  open  a  little.  He  had  several  cigarettes,  I  think.  I  had 
only  to  get  into  my  dress  and  I  did  so,  and  came  out  into 
the  bedroom  where  he  was  waiting.  He  sat  there  and  talked 
until  we  came  downstairs  to  dinner.  That's  all,  except  if 
Cecily  was  murdered  during  that  time  Andre  couldn't  have 
done  it." 

Winnie  put  her  arm  around  Judith,  with  a  defiant  glance 
at  her  father.  The  detective  said,  "You  corroborate  this,  Mr. 
Durant?" 

Andre  rubbed  his  hands  through  his  hair,  hesitated,  glanced 
nervously  at  Tim  Wales  and  said  hesitantly,  "I — well,  yes. 
That  is — yes." 

"You  may  have  to  tell  this  in  court,  you  know,  Mrs.  Wales," 
said  the  detective.  "Have  you  thought  of  that?" 

Judith's  lovely  chin  went  up.  She  still  would  not  look  at 
Tim.  "It  is  quite  true,  Captain." 

Winnie's  face  flushed.  She  cried  unevenly,  "It  doesn't  mat- 
ter. It  isn't  the  way  it  sounds.  That  is,  it's  just  Judith.  Just 
...  I  mean  .  .  .  Oh,  don't  you  see,  it  is  only  her  way. 
We  .  .  .  Why,  we  all  go  into  Judith's  room.  We  have  break- 
fast cofifee  there  or  .  .  .  It's  just  a  custom.  .  .  ." 

Tim  Wales  said  in  a  strange  voice,  "Winnie,  don't  try  to 
explain."  And  Captain  Manson  said  quietly,  "Will  you  take 
the  other  statements,  one  at  a  time,  Willie?"  He  put  out 
his  cigarette  and  said,  "We  have  some  routine  to  see  to.  It's 
late.  You've  all  been  very  patient,"  made  a  quiet  little  bow 
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and  walked  out  of  the  room,  through  the  hall,  so  his  foot- 
steps were  clear  and  sharp  on  the  tiled  floor,  and  out  the 
front  door.  It  was  so  late  and  so  still  that  they  could  hear 
even  at  that  distance  the  murmur  of  voices  outside,  where 
apparently  a  squad  car  waited  for  him,  and  then  the  sound 
of  an  automobile  starting  up. 

It  gave  them  all  perhaps  a  curious  sense  of  shock  and  sur- 
prise. It  was  as  if  he  had  seen  something  they  had  not  seen, 
had  gathered  some  evidence  that  none  of  them  had  gathered, 
and  had  gone  away  to  do  something  about  it.  Winnie  half 
started  up,  sank  back  on  the  sofa,  her  face  bewildered.  "But 
he — he's  gone.  Why  .  .  ." 

Tim  said  to  Judith,  "It's  late.  You'd  better  go  upstairs." 

"My  statement  .  .  ."  began  Judith,  and  Tim  said  roughly, 
"He's  got  your  statement.  He'll  have  you  sign  it.  You've  said 
enough." 

Bill  Cameron  crossed  to  Marny  and  sat  down  on  the  arm 
of  her  chair.  His  face  was  cold  and  hard-looking,  his  eyes 
enigmatic.  He  said,  "This  may  take  a  little  time.  Cigarette?" 

Judith  got  up  from  the  sofa  gracefully  and  went  to  Tim. 
She  put  her  hand  on  Tim's  shoulder  and  looked  at  him  with 
a  strange,  still  expression.  This  time,  however,  it  was  Tim 
who  would  not  look  at  her.  He  said,  "You'd  better  go." 

All  at  once  Judith  became  again  the  beautiful,  self-pos- 
sessed and  charming  woman  they  were  familiar  with  but 
did  not,  Marny  thought  suddenly,  really  know.  She  lifted 
her  bare  shoulders  in  a  faint  shrug  and  said,  "Very  well.  I'm 
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sorry,  Tim,  but  I  had  to  tell  them  the  truth.  They  would 
have  charged  Andre  with  murder  in  another  minute  or  two." 
She  went  calmly,  with  great  self-possession,  to  the  door,  her 
black  chifTon  skirts  trailing  softly  after  her.  There  she  turned 
and,  incredibly,  smiled  and  said  good  night. 

Winnie  started  to  wring  her  hands,  seemed  suddenly  aware 
of  it  and  stopped,  with  a  queer  look  of  amazement  in  her 
face.  She  went  to  her  father  and  Tim  said,  roughly  again, 
"Not  now,  Winnie  .  .  ."  and  went  abruptly  out  on  the 
porch.  And  the  business  of  making  statements  began.  State- 
ments which  at  once  reduced  themselves  to  the  recital  of  a 
few  simple  facts. 

Marny  listened  automatically,  thinking  of  Judith  and 
Andre  and  Andre's  alibi.  Winnie  had  been  dressing  and 
seeing  that  the  table  was  properly  laid  and  the  flowers 
arranged.  Bill  Cameron  had  been  sitting  on  the  porch  and 
had  seen  Cecily  leave;  then  he  had  joined  the  others  for 
cocktails.  Charlie  Ingram  had  arrived  at  eight,  and  had  come 
immediately  into  the  drawing  room  where  everybody  but 
Marny  herself  was  already  gathered  drinking  cocktails. 

Bill  Cameron  knew  when  and  in  what  order  people  had 
arrived  in  the  drawing  room  and  told  the  policeman  suc- 
cinctly. He  had  looked  at  his  watch,  he  said.  He  wasn't  sure 
just  when  Mrs.  Durant  had  come  down  the  stairway  from 
the  balcony  and  had  crossed  the  lawn,  but  he  did  know  that 
it  was  five  minutes  to  eight  when  Andre*  and  Judith  came 
into  the  living  room  for  he  had  heard  their  voices  and  had 
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joined  them.  Winnie  had  come  in  a  few  minutes  later  and 
then  Tim  Wales  and  Charlie  Ingram.  Miss  Sanderson,  he  said 
definitely,  had  come  down  the  stairs  from  the  balcony,  had 
strolled  across  the  lawn  .  .  .  "She  went  down  toward  the 
bay.  It  looked  very  pretty  just  then.  I  went  after  her  to  tell 
her  dinner  was  ready.  I  reached  her  just  as  she  found  Mrs. 
Durant.  .  .  ." 

It  was  the  truth  as  far  as  it  went.  The  policeman  made 
quick  marks  in  his  notebook  and  went  out  onto  the  porch 
to  question  Tim. 

At  twenty  minutes  after  two  exactly  he,  too,  went  away. 

Charlie  Ingram  went  home,  looking  shaken  and  red  and 
worried.  Bill  Cameron  stayed  in  the  house  and  so  did 
Laideau. 

Winnie  invited  them.  "You'll  want  to  stay  with  Andre," 
she  said  to  Laideau.  "Please  do.  There  is  a  vacant  room  next 
to  his,  a  small  one  but  .  .  .  And  you  too,  Commander 
Cameron.  I'll  get  a  razor  and  pajamas  for  you.  You  can't 
get  a  taxi  at  this  hour,  I'm  afraid." 

"Thank  you,"  said  Bill  Cameron.  "I'd  like  to  stay." 

Winnie  led  him  upstairs.  The  servants  had  gone  to  bed 
long  since.  The  light  was  on  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  and  along 
the  corridors  that  branched  irregularly  from  a  central  land- 
ing above.  Andre  and  Laideau  had  disappeared  together,  and 
Tim  was  at  the  telephone,  getting  long  distance.  "The  re- 
porters will  get  at  the  New  York  office  first  thing  in  the  morn- 
ing," he  told  Marny.  "Have  to  tell  somebody  what  to  say." 
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Marny  went  on  up  the  stairs.  She  felt  exactly  like  a  me- 
chanical doll,  wound  up  but  running  down.  She  opened  the 
door  to  her  own  room  and  entered  it  and  sat  down  on  the  bed. 

The  bed  was  turned  down.  The  carafe  of  water  refilled 
and  the  stopper  replaced.  Otherwise  the  room  was  exactly 
as  it  had  been  when  she'd  left  it  to  find  Cecily. 

Well,  she'd  found  her. 

Quite  suddenly  the  thing  that  had  sustained  her,  the 
wound-up  spring,  ran  down  completely.  She  flung  herself 
over  across  the  bed  and  put  her  head  in  her  arms. 

She  couldn't  cry  and  it  wouldn't  help  anyway.  She  couldn't 
think  and  she  must  think. 

For  one  thing,  she  had  to  decide  for  herself  a  course  of 
conduct.  She  had  followed  Bill  Cameron's  lead,  obeyed  him 
blindly,  failed  to  tell  the  police  what  she  knew  of  Cecily's 
visit  to  Shadow  Island. 

Was  it  because  it  was  easier  ?  because  she  dreaded  the  ugly 
implications?  because  they  would  say  she  had  murdered 
Cecily  ?  or  because  of  Andre  ? 

But  Judith  had  had  courage.  If  Judith  had  not  given  Andre 
a  firm  and  prompt  alibi  they  would  almost  certainly  have 
arrested  him  and  charged  him  with  murder.  It  was  in  the 
air;  it  was  in  the  detective's  eyes;  it  was  in  the  way  all  of 
them  looked  at  Andre.  Andre  was  the  obvious  suspect;  no 
one  else  except  Judith  even  knew  of  Cecily.  You  had  to  know 
somebody  very  well,  thought  Marny;  you  have  to  have  some 
very  strong  and  very  urgent  and  very  personal  motive  to 
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commit  murder.  But  Andre  was  with  Judith  when  Cecily 
was  shot  in  the  back. 

How  long  did  a  police  investigation  last  ?  Until  they  found 
the  murderer,  of  course.  Until  they  discovered  who  it  was 
who  met  little  Cecily  Watts — Cecily  Durant,  married  to 
Andre  a  year — there  by  the  pier  and  behind  the  bamboos  and 
shot  her.  So  no  one  in  the  house  knew  that  that  shot  had 
been  fired. 

Somebody  was  walking  along  the  balcony. 

One  does  not  immediately  accept  a  thing  so  bizarre,  so 
awry,  so  vehemently  outside  the  ordered  scheme  of  things 
as  murder.  Marny  thought  merely,  without  much  interest, 
someone  is  walking  on  the  balcony,  someone  is  approach- 
ing this  room. 

Murder  had  walked  that  night— somewhere  on  the  island, 
somewhere  near. 

She  sat  up,  her  heart  pounding  in  her  throat,  her  eyes  fas- 
tened upon  the  black  screened  door,  open,  with  its  little  froth 
of  insects  gathered  on  it,  outside. 

Then  Tim  Wales  was  there.  Tim  in  a  light  bathrobe, 
Tim  looking  queer  and  pale  in  the  half  light.  He  said,  in  a 
whisper,  "Marny  .  .  ."  and  opened  the  door. 

Only  Tim.  She  took  a  long  breath  and  pushed  her  tumbled 
hair  back.  He  came  in  and  sat  down  on  the  foot  of  her  bed. 
"Got  a  cigarette?" 

Her  heart  was  still  beating  hard  in  her  throat.  It  was  atavis- 
tic, this  sense  of  danger.  A  man  you  knew  as  well  as  you 
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knew  anybody  in  the  world  walked  along  a  balcony  and 
stopped  at  the  door,  and  that  primitive  sense  of  danger 
operated  like  that.  Because  of  murder. 

She  said,  "Yes,"  and  went  to  the  dressing  table  and  came 
back  with  the  small  green  cigarette  box  and  matches.  Tim 
was  in  pajamas  and  a  pongee  bathrobe,  piped  and  hand- 
somely initialed  in  red.  His  face  was  drawn  and  sunken- 
looking,  not  round  and  shiny  as  usual.  His  eyes  very  bright 
and  nervous.  He  took  the  cigarette  and  lighted  it  jerkily. 
"Marny,  you'll  have  to  help  me.  The  newspapers  will  be 
on  us  like  vultures  in  the  morning.  I  don't  know  how 
Manson  kept  them  off  tonight."  He  rubbed  one  hand  over 
his  head.  "Judith  won't  talk  to  me.  She's  gone  in  her  room 
and  locked  the  door.  If  she'd  kept  still  they'd  have  arrested 
Andre  Durant,  and  a  good  job.  He  killed  her." 

After  a  moment  Marny  said,  "He  couldn't  have  killed 
her.  He  has  an  alibi." 

"You  mean  Judith  gave  him  an  alibi.  She  saw  it  coming. 
We  all  saw  it  coming.  He  hadn't  the  chance  of  a  snowball 
in  hell.  None  of  the  rest  of  us  even  knew  the  girl.  He  wanted 
to  get  iid  of  her.  He  wouldn't  have  left  her  if  he  hadn't 
wanted  to  get  rid  of  her.  I  don't  believe  all  that  stuff  about 
her  being  crazy.  She  was  crazy  to  marry  him — but  that's  all. 
He  saw  a  chance  for  better  game  and  left  her.  Got  himself 
wedged  in  here.  Told  Laideau  to  see  that  he  kept  Cecily  out 
of  the  way.  Didn't  even  tell  anybody  he  was  married." 

"Judith  knew  it." 
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Tim  hunched  up  his  knees  and  wrapped  the  bathrobe 
around  him,  so  he  looked  old  and  sagging  and  fat  and  help- 
less. But  he  wasn't  helpless;  he  was  as  wily  as  a  fox  and  as 
strong  as  a  wolf.  He  said,  "Yes,  Judith  knew  it.  Judith  .  .  . 
That's  why  we  came  to  Florida,  Marny.  I  didn't  tell  you.  It 
didn't  seem  fair  to  Judith.  I  imagine  you  guessed.  She  .  .  . 
I've  always  been  afraid  of  it,  ever  since  we  married.  She's 
young  and  she's  beautiful  and  men  like  her  and  why 
shouldn't  they?  I've  been  afraid,  but  if  or  when  she  got 
mixed  up  with  a  man  I  wasn't  going  to  let  it  hurt  her.  I 
wasn't  going  to  let  it  be  an  Andre.  He  .  .  .  I've  investigated 
him  a  little." 

"You  what?" 

His  small  shrewd  eyes  shot  her  a  suspicious  glance.  "I  said 
I  investigated  him.  Not  very  thoroughly — yet.  But  enough." 

"Enough  .  .  ." 

He  made  a  vague  gesture.  "Oh,  he's  never  been  in  jail,  but 
his  record  .  .  ." 

"Records  can  be  wrong.  What  do  you  mean  by  record  ? " 

"I've— well,  I've  inquired.  Some.  I  .  .  .  You  see,  Judith 
sent  him  to  me  with  a  letter  asking  me  to  consider  giving 
him  a  job.  I  never  knew  Judith  to  take  much  interest  in 
getting  anybody  a  job,  so  I  sized  the  fellow  up,  not  that  it 
needed  much  thought.  I  kept  him  around,  as  you  know- 
let  him  talk,  watched  him.  I  didn't  find  out  about  Cecily. 
I'll  know  more  about  that  by  morning.  So  will  the  police. 
From  here  I'd  say  he  got  hold  of  her  when  her  father  was 
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sick  and  couldn't  do  anything  about  it,  married  her  as  soon 
as  he  was  sure  her  father  was  going  to  die,  and  got  whatever 
money  there  was." 

"Tim,  you  are  .  .  ."  She  checked  herself.  She  couldn't 
say  jealous — suspicious — determined  to  get  rid  of  Andre  in 
the  same  inexorable,  all  but  unscrupulous  way  in  which  from 
time  to  time  he'd  got  rid  of  business  rivals.  She  said,  "You 
are  not  quite  fair,  Tim.  You  are  letting  yourself  be  influ- 
enced by  .  .  ."  There  it  was  again — jealousy,  and  suspicion. 
Jealousy  of  Andre's  youth  and  vitality,  suspicion  because 
Judith  was  young,  too,  and  beautiful.  She  substituted 
".  .  .  emotions,"  but  he  didn't  apparently  hear  her.  He  went 
on,  "Not  much  money,  I  fancy,  for  he  seems  to  be  very  thor- 
oughly out  of  cash  right  now.  Of  course  this  fellow  Laideau 
may  have  got  his  share.  They're  always  together.  They're  an 
unsavory  pair.  Well,  I  came  down  here  to  get  rid  of  Andre 
as  quickly  but  as  quietly  and  easily  as  I  could.  You  see  .  .  ." 
Tim  took  a  long  puff  from  his  cigarette  and  looked  hard  at 
his  slippered  feet. 

"You  see,  Marny,  I  have  to  go  slow.  I  have  to  ride  with 
an  easy  rein.  I  couldn't  come  down  here  and  order  him  out 
of  the  house  and  tell  Judith  never  to  see  him  again.  I  couldn't 
fish  up  everything  in  his  record,  and  I'm  convinced  I  could 
find  plenty  to  fish  up— and  then  put  it  before  her.  If  I  were 
younger  ...  If  I  were  a — a" — he  said  with  a  wry  twist  of 
his  lips — "if  I  were  a  more  romantic  lover,  I  could  do  that. 
As  it  is — no.  I  had  to  do  it  easily,  skillfully.  At  least  that's 
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what  I  planned.  That's  why  I  came.  I  didn't  think  Judith 
would  let  herself  get  involved  with  a  man  of  his  type.  God 
knows  there  are  plenty  of  them  floating  around.  But  Judith 
seemed  too  smart,  too  sophisticated.  I  thought  I  could  do 
it  slowly,  find  out  just  how  much  she  was  involved.  Get  rid 
of  him  without  fireworks.  And  mainly  without  antagoniz- 
ing Judith.  But  I  didn't  figure  that  she  really  loved  him." 

The  disarming  thing  about  Tim  Wales  was  that  even  at 
his  shrewd,  suspicious,  all  but  unscrupulous  worst  you  liked 
him.  She  said  quickly,  "She  doesn't  love  him,  Tim.  .  .  ." 

"You're  kind,  Marny,  and  you're  fond  of  me.  You're  try- 
ing to  save  my  pride.  Would  a  woman  like  Judith  put  her- 
self out  on  a  limb  like  that  for  a  man  she  didn't  love?" 

"Tim,  we  all  know  Judith.  She's  always  been  casual,  in- 
formal .  .  ." 

"Informal,"  said  Tim  and  gave  an  ugly  short  laugh.  "The 
trouble  is  I  can't,  now,  kick  him  out  of  the  house.  I  can't 
.  .  ."  He  checked  himself  and  smoked  and  said:  "Every- 
thing's public  now.  I've  got  to  stand  by  him  to  save  Judith's 
face.  Winnie  says  there  was  nothing  to  it.  Judith  and  he  were 
simply  good  friends.  Judith  likes  anybody  who  amuses  her. 
She  always  has  .  .  ." 

"Winnie  is  right,  Tim." 

He  shook  his  head.  "Winnie'd  swear  herself  black  in  the 
face  to  stand  by  Judith.  I  talked  to  her  just  now  for  a  while. 
I  .  .  .  God  help  me,  I  questioned  her.  Judith's  in  love  with 
Durant,  and  God  knows  how  far  she's  got  herself  involved. 
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I'll  bet  anything  I've  got  that  he's  made  his  livelihood  by 
women — rich  women,  not  rich,  any  kind  of  woman.  I  know 
his  type.  Why,  he  even  made  a  play  for  you,  Marny." 

"Tim  .  .  ." 

"While  he  was  trying  to  get  me,  Judith's  husband,  to  give 
him  a  job  that  paid  well  and  involved  very  little  work,  he  went 
after  you!  Thank  God,  you  had  sense  enough  to  know  it." 

"Tim,  you're  wrong.  You're — you're  jealous  and  unfair. 
It's  blinding  your  judgment;  you're  being  stupid  and  cruel. 
He  wanted  nothing  from  me  .  .  ." 

He  swept  on,  staring  at  the  floor,  unheeding,  "I'd  like  to 
kill  him  with  my  own  hands.  I  was  so  damned  happy, 
Marny.  I  love  her  so  much." 

Suddenly  she  couldn't  bear  the  look  in  his  face.  All  the 
life  and  bounding  energy  had  gone  out  of  him.  It  was  a 
Tim  Wales  nobody  had  ever  seen.  She  put  her  hand  almost 
timidly  on  his  arm.  "Tim,"  she  said,  "give  yourself  and 
Judith  a  chance." 

Again  he  did  not  listen.  He  went  on,  "We've  got  to  plan 
things.  We've  got  to  fix  up  a  story  for  the  newspapers.  I've  got 
to  save  Judith  from  the  headlines,  from  the  things  that  could 
happen  to  her  all  the  rest  of  her  life.  But  he  murdered  that 
girl  and  he's  going  to  hang  for  it.  And,"  said  Tim,  hard 
and  white  and  grim,  "I'll  be  there  to  see  it." 

"Tim  .  .  ."  Again  she  checked  herself.  But  he  wanted 
to  believe  in  Andre's  guilt.  He  was  determined  to  believe  in 
it.  He  went  on,  "The  police  will  be  here  tomorrow.  They 
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didn't  even  get  unlimbered  tonight.  That  fellow  Manson  is 
smart.  He's  going  to  look  over  the  ground,  investigate,  check. 
He  left  loopholes — all  kinds  of  loopholes — questions  he  could 
have  asked  and  didn't.  He  was  going  to  arrest  Durant.  I'm 
sure  of  that.  And  Judith  put  a  spoke  in  his  wheel.  So  now 
he'll  go  about  it  cagily,  getting  the  dope  quietly,  sneaking 
around,  and  then  spring  it  on  us.  I  know  his  type."  He  got 
up  and  found  an  ash  tray.  His  fat,  shiny  hands,  usually  so 
firm,  so  determined,  so  steady,  were  shaking.  She  said,  try- 
ing to  overcome  a  kind  of  sick  horror,  trying  to  speak  calmly 
and  sensibly,  "You'd  better  go  to  bed  now,  Tim.  It's  hor- 
rible, all  of  it.  It's  stunned  us.  I  can't  think  anything  that's 
straight  and  logical  and  makes  any  sense.  Neither  can  you. 
Go  to  bed  and  take  something  to  sleep.  You've  got  those 
pills  the  doctor  gave  you  last  winter  when  you  weren't  sleep- 
ing, haven't  you?" 

"I  don't  know.  Yes  .  .  ." 

"Take  one.  Talk  to  Judith  in  the  morning.  Don't  be  emo- 
tional about  it.  You're  so  smart,  Tim.  Use  your  head. 
You  .  .  ."  she  forced  herself  to  speak  crisply,  matter-of-factly, 
"You've  got  out  of  worse  scrapes  than  this." 

He  looked  at  her  then.  It  was  a  strange  look,  sad  and 
bright  and  rather  terrible.  He  said,  "I'd  kill  him  now  if  it 
were  not  for  Judith.  But  I'll  see  him  hang  .  .  .  All  right, 
Marny.  I'll  go.  We'll  talk  in  the  morning." 

He  went  without  another  word  by  way  of  the  door  into 
the  hall  instead  of  as  he  had  come,  by  the  balcony. 
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It  was  three  o'clock.  She  looked  at  the  little  gold  hands 
of  the  clock  for  a  long  time.  She  knew  Tim  when  he  was 
like  this.  There  was  never  anything  anybody  could  do  with 
him.  And  now,  because  it  was  Judith,  because  it  was  not 
business  but  something  that  went  infinitely  deeper  into  that 
stubborn,  crafty,  not  too  scrupulous  heart,  than  any  business 
feud  could  possibly  go,  he  was  even  more  obstinate.  Tim 
Wales  was  an  enemy  who  never  gave  up. 

She'd  better  go  to  bed,  she  thought  dully. 

She  got  out  of  her  dress  and  into  pajamas,  and  tied  her 
hair  with  a  ribbon.  She  turned  out  the  light  and  got  into  bed. 

She  thought  suddenly  of  Bill  Cameron.  He  was  level- 
headed and  cool.  He  might  help.  He  had  befriended  her, 
at  least. 

Or  had  he? 

Had  he  instead  obligated  her  to  him?  So  he  could  as\ 
for  whatever  he  wanted  of  Tim? 

She  sat  up  again  and  clasped  her  arms  around  her  knees 
and  stared  at  the  faintly  lighter  space  that  was  the  door  upon 
the  balcony. 

Was  that  his  motive  in  seeming  to  protect  her  and  Andre, 
in  telling  her  story  for  her,  so  adequately,  so  convincingly 
that  the  police  did  not  even  question  it  ?  In  imposing  his  ap- 
parently disinterested  and  wise  advice  upon  her  when  she 
was  bewildered  and  sick  with  horror  and  did  not  know 
what  to  do? 

It  was  curious  that  there  was  a  solid  shape  of  blackness 
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against  the  door.  It  almost  took  the  shape  of  a  man's  head 
and  shoulders  and  it  moved  and  .  .  . 

She  reached  out  and  snatched  at  the  tiny  chain  on  the 
lamp.  It  was  a  foolish  and  a  dangerous  thing  to  do  but  she 
was  not  yet  used  to  the  fact  of  murder.  Light  flooded  the 
room  and  a  man  was  standing,  his  face  pressed  against  the 
screen,  looking  at  her. 

It  was  Laideau,  fully  dressed,  his  sallow  face  white  against 
the  night.  He  opened  the  door  and  slid  into  the  room  as 
lithely  and  swiftly  as  a  snake  and  whispered  sharply,  "Don't 
scream." 

She  couldn't  have  screamed;  she  couldn't  have  moved. 
He  said,  "I  was  not  sure  that  this  was  your  room.  Be  quiet — 
I  won't  hurt  you.  I've  come  on  business." 

He  too  came  to  the  bed  and  stood  there,  his  powerful 
shoulders  and  long  arms  and  crafty  eyes  looking,  again,  in- 
credibly sinister  and  ugly.  He  said  in  a  rasping  whisper, 
"Don't  scream.  It'll  be  the  worse  for  you  if  you  do.  I  said 
I  came  on  business." 

"Business,"  she  said,  with  her  hands  at  her  own  throat. 

"We've  talked  it  over,  Andre  and  I.  He  wants  to  know 
how  much  you  will  give  us  not  to  tell  the  police  that  you 
killed  Cecily." 


CHAPTER  10 


The  house  was  silent.  The  night  beyond  that  open  door  was 
still  and  black.  There  was  no  sound  anywhere  except  the 
droning  buzz  of  one  o£  the  night  moths,  fluttering  against 
the  screen,  trying  to  get  at  the  light  beside  her. 

An  unsavory  pair,  Tim  had  said.  Laideau  and  Andre. 
Andrei 

Laideau's  great,  big-knuckled  hands  clasped  the  railing  at 
the  foot  of  the  bed.  His  small  eyes  flickered  toward  the  door 
into  the  hall  and  then  came  back  to  her.  "You're  supposed 
to  be  a  smart  woman.  Andre  told  me.  You  may  be  smart 
enough  about  business;  you're  going  to  learn  something  now, 
though,  about  people." 

About  people?  About  Andre.  About  herself. 

She  was  cold.  She  pulled  up  the  silk  blanket  cover  and  hud- 
dled it  around  her  shoulders,  staring  at  Laideau,  not  know- 
ing what  she  did. 

"Cecily  threatened  you  with  that  gun.  You  told  Andre  all 
about  it.  Women  always  tell  him  things.  Women  are  fools 
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about  him.  But  I'll  say  that  Cecily  told  me.  I'll  say  that  Andre 
told  her  he  was  going  to  get  rid  of  her,  leave  her  and  marry 
you.  She  threatened  you  and  you  got  her  to  leave.  I'll  say 
that  she  told  me  all  about  it  in  the  boat,  then  she  made  me 
turn  around  and  come  back.  I'll  say  that  I  left  her  at  the 
pier.  I  didn't  want  to  be  mixed  up  in  anything,  so  I  rowed 
down  past  the  point  where  there  are  trees,  and  I  waited 
there  for  a  while.  Then  I  decided  she  wasn't  coming  so  I  went 
home.  You  see  my  story  is  complete.  Andre's  clever;  I'm  not. 
But  I'm  useful  to  him." 

There  were  rules  in  life.  Things  that  had  sounded  trite 
and  meaningless  because  she  had  never  thought  that  she 
could  conceivably  be  in  a  position  to  which  those  rules 
might  apply.  But  nevertheless  they  existed.  She  whispered, 
her  lips  dry  and  stifT,  "I  didn't  kill  her.  I  won't  be  black- 
mailed." 

"Blackmail  is  not  a  pretty  word,  dear  young  lady.  Black- 
mail and  murder.  You  have  money." 

"I  don't  .  .  ." 

"You  are  successful.  Andre  said  so.  Tim  Wales  has  money. 
You  are  valuable  to  him.  You  must  have  money.  If  you  don't 
have,  you  can  get  it.  Don't  forget  what  it  means  to  you.  She 
threatened  you  with  a  revolver;  it  was  your  life  or  hers.  And 
you  wanted  Andre  .  .  ." 

"I  don't— I  didn't  .  .  ."  But  she  had,  she  thought  sicken- 
ingly  to  herself.  Hadn't  she?  She  had  at  least  come  close 
enough  to  it  to  consider  seriously  whether  or  not  she  was  in 
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love  with  Andre.  He  laughed  without  making  any  sound, 
his  pale  mouth  jerking  upward.  "Don't  tell  me  that.  They 
always  want  him.  Well,  think  it  over.  We'll  give  you  till 
tomorrow." 

If  you  can't  think  and  don't  know  what  to  do,  stick  to  the 
rules.  There  was  only  one  thing  to  do  and  say  and  some- 
one outside  herself  seemed  to  tell  her  what  that  thing  was. 
"I'm  going  to  tell  the  police  myself.  I'll  not  pay  you  any- 
thing." 

"Oh,  yes  you  will.  Think  about  the  newspapers.  Think 
about  the  police."  He  leaned  over  and  put  his  great  hand  on 
the  bed.  It  was  like  a  gesture  of  comfort,  a  travesty,  a  mark 
of  complacence.  It  was  actually  more  convincing  than  the 
things  he  said.  "You  are  young.  Your  future  is  before  you. 
Or,  if  you  choose,  it  is  already  behind  you.  You  can  get 
money;  you  must  have  money.  Think  it  over." 

He  turned  and  slid  out  the  door  again  as  swiftly  as  he 
had  entered.  She  could  not  hear  his  retreating  footsteps  on 
the  balcony. 

So  Tim  was  right  about  Andre.  Tim  and  Cecily.  Laideau 
had  said — secure  in  ugly  knowledge — they  always  want 
him. 

After  a  long  time  she  got  up,  closed  the  balcony  door  and 
bolted  it.  Her  room,  she  thought  wryly,  was  too  easy  of 
access.  The  night  had  turned  very  dark.  Clouds  were  thick 
and  sullen  and  black.  Not  a  ray  of  starlight  showed  through 
them. 
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"You're  smart  enough  about  business,  now  you're  going 
to  learn  something  about  people." 

So  she  had  learned  about  Andre. 

There  was  no  doubt  in  her  mind  as  to  the  truth  of  Laideau's 
statement.  She  wanted  to  disbelieve  but  she  could  not.  Be- 
yond reason,  more  convincing  than  logic  was  an  irrefutable 
instinct.  Small  things,  half -seen,  wholly  rejected,  stubbornly 
denied,  now  linked  themselves  together.  Laideau,  Cecily, 
Tim,  had  been  right. 

And  what  could  she  do,  now? 

Perhaps  no  one  in  the  house  slept  that  night. 

Marny  saw  it  grow  gradually  lighter,  the  palms  and  Casua- 
rinas  take  slow  shape  against  the  quiet,  pearly  sky  and  the 
water  turn  light  gray  and  sleek.  Every  clearer  shape  of 
palms  against  the  sleek  water  and  sky,  every  heightening 
tinge  of  green  along  the  fringe  of  Casuarinas  brought  her 
interview  with  the  police  nearer.  Police,  reporters,  jury.  She 
began  to  play  a  grim  little  game — when  the  water  turned 
blue,  when  bougainvillaea  around  the  balcony  rail  turned 
sharply  green  and  purple,  when  the  sun  came  out,  she  would 
go  downstairs  and  telephone  to  Captain  Manson. 

But  the  sun  did  not  come  out,  although  the  sky  continued 
to  lighten.  It  was,  in  fact,  an  ominously  quiet  day  with  hur- 
ricane warnings  over  the  radio,  along  with  the  news  of  the 
murder.  And  before  the  Casuarina  trees  had  emerged,  green 
and  fringy,  from  the  gray  mist,  Winnie  came. 

She  opened  the  door  quietly,  without  knocking,  and  see- 
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ing  that  Marny  was  sitting  up  in  bed,  arms  clasped  around 
her  knees,  she  entered  the  room.  Everybody,  thought  Marny 
rather  grimly,  came  to  her  room.  It  was  like  the  Grand  Cen- 
tral Station.  Even  Winnie  came  bursting  in.  "I  knew  you'd 
be  awake,"  said  Winnie.  She  wore  a  pale-blue  silk  dressing 
gown,  immaculate  and  well-tailored.  Her  brown  hair  was 
in  a  neat  short  braid,  tied  with  a  blue  ribbon.  She  carried 
a  tray  with  coffee  and  orange  juice  and  put  it  down  on  the 
table,  and  closed  the  door  carefully  behind  her. 

She  looked  at  Marny.  Her  fresh  color  was  gone,  and  her 
lips,  without  lipstick,  looked  pale  and  shapeless.  Her  thick, 
short  brown  eyebrows  stood  out.  "I  knew  you'd  be  awake," 
she  repeated.  "Here's  coffee.  I'll  pour  it.  You  take  sugar, 
don't  you  ?  I  don't  imagine  anybody  slept  last  night.  Judith's 
light  was  still  on  when  I  passed  her  door  a  while  ago  to  go 
to  the  kitchen.  Marny,"  said  Winnie,  "you've  got  to  help 
me."  She  put  the  coffee  in  Marny's  hands  and  poured  some 
for  herself. 

Marny  felt  as  if  her  eyes  were  on  strings,  pulling  from 
behind.  She  lifted  the  coffee  to  her  lips  and  eyed  Winnie 
over  it.  There  was  something  grimly  humorous  about  help- 
ing Winnie.  In  all  probability  she  herself  would  be  in  jail 
in  a  few  hours'  time.  Winnie  stirred  her  own  coffee  reso- 
lutely and  said,  blue  eyes  the  exact  color  of  her  dressing 
gown,  "It's  Judith.  And  Andre." 

Judith  and  Andre.  Of  course.  Marny  and  Andre.  Any- 
body and  Andre! 
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Marny  drank  more  coffee.  It  was  funny,  she  thought  wryly, 
how  one  did  commonplace  things  in  all  the  crises  of  life. 
Life  was  a  process  of  getting  through  the  moments,  wasn't 
it?  Winnie  leaned  forward.  Her  thick,  shapeless  eyebrows 
lowered  across  her  short  straight  nose,  with  a  puzzled,  help- 
less look.  "You're  not  listening  to  me,  Marny.  I'm  nearly 
out  of  my  mind.  I  understand  Judith.  Other  people  don't. 
They  think  she's  lovely  and  charming  and  stunning  and 
glamorous  and  all  that,  but  they  don't  .  .  ."  Winnie  seemed 
to  hunt  for  a  word  and  finally  said  again,  ".  .  .  they  don't 
understand  her.  She's  never  serious  about  men.  Until  now. 
And  Father  knows." 

I  can't  listen  to  her,  thought  Marny  rather  desperately. 
Andre  and  Judith.  Andre  and  Cecily.  Andre  and  any  woman. 
She  said  abruptly,  "This  is  between  your  father  and 
Judith " 

"No,  no,  Marny.  You  must  listen  to  me.  Father  is— he's 
not — himself.  He's  so  terribly  in  love  with  her.  I'm  not  good 
at  talking.  But  you  see,  oh,  I  know  how  silly  it  sounds, 
Marny,  but  from  the  first  minute  I  saw  her  she  was  like 
a  fairy  princess."  Winnie  stopped  and  looked  at  her  rather 
defiantly  for  a  moment  as  if  she  might  laugh,  and  then  went 
on  quickly,  "She  was  everything  I  wasn't.  Oh,  I'm  all  right. 
It's  only  that — I'm  bread  and  butter  and  she's  caviar  and 
champagne.  Father  needs  me  and  depends  on  me.  But  Judith 
is — is  different.  .  .  ." 

"Winnie,  what  are  you  trying  to  say?" 
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"I'm  trying  to  say — I  don't  know  how — I'm  trying  to  .  .  ." 
Winnie  put  down  her  coffee  cup.  She  stood  up,  firm  and 
attractive  and  neat.  She  put  her  hand  in  her  pocket  and  came 
to  the  bed  and  put  a  small  handkerchief  on  the  blanket 
cover.  It  was  lacy  and  delicate  and  crumpled  and  stained 
heavily  apparently  with  a  brown  liquid  which  had  dried. 
It  had  a  large  }  in  one  corner.  Winnie  said,  "That's  blood. 
It  was  soaked  with  it.  I  don't  know  what  she  tried  to  do  after 
she  killed  her.  She  must  have  not  intended  to;  she  must 
have  tried  to  stop  the  bleeding." 

"Winnie!" 

"Sh — she — Marny,  you've  got  to  help  me.  Father's  going 
to  find  out." 

Judith  and  Andre.  Andre  and  Judith.  Cecily,  dead,  in  the 
shadow  of  the  bamboos.  Marny  stared  at  the  crumpled,  dried, 
stained  handkerchief. 

"I  covered  for  her  last  night,  yet  I  didn't  say  anything 
that  wasn't  true,  Marny.  Judith  is  casual  like  that.  I  mean, 
her  big  bedroom  is  like  a  living  room.  Everybody  strays  in 
and  out  and  sits  around  and  gossips  and  ...  It  was  per- 
fectly true,  what  I  told  the  police,  I  mean.  There  wasn't  any- 
thing unusual  about  Andre  or  anybody  else  going  in  there 
and  smoking  and  shouting  through  the  dressing-room 
door  at  her  while  she  dressed.  Only  Father  doesn't  believe 
it " 

"Winnie,  what  do  you  mean?  What  are  you  going  to  do 
with  this?" 
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Winnie  took  a  short,  hard  breath,  stared  at  Marny  and 
snatched  up  the  handkerchief.  "I'm  going  to  burn  it,  of 
course." 

"But  that  .  .  .  Winnie,  do  you  mean  that  Judith  killed 
Cecily?" 

Winnie's  face  took  on  a  stubborn  look.  "No.  At  least  she 
didn't  mean  to." 

"Where  did  you  get  that  handkerchief?" 

The  stubborn  look  deepened.  There  were  hard,  black 
pupils  now  in  Winnie's  blue  eyes.  She  said  obstinately,  "I'm 
not  going  to  tell  you." 

"Winnie  .  .  ."  Marny  sat  up  straighter  in  bed  and  pushed 
her  hair  back  from  her  forehead  with  a  desperate  wish  that 
she  could  be  able  to  brush  away  confusion  and  fog.  Judith's 
handkerchief,  stained  with  little  Cecily's  blood,  in  Winnie's 
hands. 

Winnie  said  in  a  sudden  rush,  "If  you  think  the  police 
are  going  to  get  this,  they're  not.  If  you  dare  tell  them,  I'll 
say  it  isn't  so.  I'll  tell  them  you  made  it  up.  I'll  tell  them 
you  were  jealous  of  Judith.  .  .  ." 

"Jealous  of  Judith!"  Could  Winnie  have  guessed  about 
Andre?  How  could  she  have  known?  How  could  any- 
one .  .  .  ?  Winnie  flashed  with  a  kind  of  triumph,  "Because 
of  Father.  You've  worked  so  closely  with  him.  They'll  be- 
lieve you  are  in  love  with  him  and  jealous  of  Judith.  That's 
what  I'll  tell  them." 

There  was  a  silence.  People  were  beginning  to  stir  in  the 
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house.  Someone  went  along  the  hall  and  down  the  stairs. 
A  door  was  opened  and  closed  sharply  somewhere.  It  was 
as  if  Winnie  had  suddenly  taken  leave  of  her  senses.  Marny 
could  not  even  feel  anger  and  indignation.  She  said  at  last, 
feeling  quecrly  baffled  as  if  her  words  went  out  against  a 
concrete  wall,  "There  is  not  a  word  of  truth  in  that.  .  .  ." 

Winnie  shoved  the  bloody  handkerchief  into  her  pocket. 
She  sat  down  on  the  bed  and  gave  in  as  suddenly  as  if  the 
concrete  wall  had  collapsed.  "Oh,  Marny,  I  know  it!  I 
wouldn't  really  do  anything  like  that.  But  I've  been  so  wor- 
ried and  I  couldn't  sleep  and  I  don't  know  what  to  do.  Be- 
cause Father  won't  stop.  You  know  what  he's  like.  He  never 
gives  up.  He  thinks  Judith  and  Andre  were  having  an  affair 
and  he's  going  to  find  out  about  Judith  and  Cecily  just  as 
sure  as  anything  unless  you  stop  him." 

Marny  took  a  long  breath.  "Listen,  Winnie,  I  can't  do  any- 
thing with  him  when  he  gets  an  idea  in  his  head.  And  if 
Judith  really  killed  Cecily  .  .  ." 

"I  tell  you  it  was — it  was  an  accident.  Judith  wouldn't  hurt 
a  fly.  She'll  be  safe,  if  you'll  only  keep  Father  out  of  it  till 
the  thing  blows  over." 

Suppose  when  Cecily  came  back  she  went  to  Judith's  room. 
Suppose  she  said  the  things  she  had  said  to  Marny;  suppose 
Judith  followed  her  down  to  the  bamboo  hedge.  ("Then  she 
must  have  tried  to  stop  the  bleeding,"  Winnie  had  said.) 
Marny  took  a  desperate  hold  on  herself.  "Winnie,  you've 
got  to  get  things  straight.  If  Judith  killed  Cecily  .  .  ." 
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"It  wouldn't  bring  the  girl  back  to  life,  would  it,  to  tell 
them  Judith  did  it?" 

Winnie  got  up.  She  reached  swiftly  for  the  little,  gay 
ash  tray  on  the  bed  table.  There  were  matches  in  it,  a  folder 
with  Shadow  Island  and  palm  trees  outlined  on  the  silver 
cover.  Marny  realized  what  Winnie  was  about  to  do  just 
as  she  struck  a  match.  She  jumped  up  and  Winnie  caught 
her  by  the  shoulder  and  forced  her  back  against  the  bed  and 
lighted  the  handkerchief. 

"Winnie  .  .  ." 

"Stay  there  .  .  ." 

"YouVe  got  to  .  .  ." 

"Wait  .  .  ."  The  wispy  handkerchief  was  in  flames.  Win- 
nie's hand  was  hard  and  tight  on  Marny 's  shoulder.  She 
wriggled  away  from  it  and  Winnie  ran  to  the  bathroom  door, 
snatching  up  the  ash  tray,  holding  it  under  the  flaming  hand- 
kerchief so  the  small,  charred  bits  could  fall  into  it. 

"Winnie,  you  can't  .  .  ." 

"Oh,  can't  I,"  said  Winnie,  and  reached  the  bathroom  door, 
banged  it  against  Marny  and  clicked  the  bolt. 

An  airplane  droned  overhead,  came  nearer,  diminished  in 
sound.  The  room  seemed  hot  and  humid.  After  a  moment 
Marny  went  to  the  balcony  door,  unbolted  and  opened  it. 
It  was  extraordinarily  still,  outside,  the  water  as  flat  as  a 
gray,  shiny  plate. 

Suppose  Judith  had  shot  Cecily! 

Judith  had  known  that  there  was  a  Cecily;  she  had  ad- 
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mitted  that.  She  had  said,  "Andre,  what  are  you  going  to 
do?"  As  if  they  had — well,  talked  of  Cecily,  speculated  about 
her. 

And  suppose  the  lacy  scrap  that  Winnie  had  burned  could 
have  saved  her,  Marny,  from  a  murder  charge!  Police,  report- 
ers, jury.  The  words  haunted  her.  Yet  she  still  had  a  sense 
of  unreality  and  security.  She  hadn't  murdered  Cecily,  so 
how  could  anybody  actually  believe  that  she  had! 

But  it  was  a  deceiving  sense  of  security;  she  knew  that, 
too. 

Winnie  came  out  of  the  bathroom.  She  had  washed  the 
ash  tray  clean;  even  her  hands  smelled  soapy.  She  put  it  down 
on  the  bed  table. 

Occasionally  a  spark  of  her  father's  determination  showed 
in  Winnie.  Allied  with  her  mother's  placidity  it  had  a  cer- 
tain power.  With  weary  dismay  Marny  recognized  it  now. 
She  had  to  extract  whatever  it  was  that  was  in  Winnie's  mind 
and  Winnie  was  not  going  to  permit  it  to  be  extracted. 

Winnie  turned.  "I'm  sorry,  Marny.  I  behaved  rather  badly. 
I  know  that  you  are  loyal  to  Father  and  to  Judith  and  you 
wouldn't  give  her  away.  But  I  was — well,  frightened."  She 
stopped  again.  Winnie  was  never  adept  with  words.  She  bit 
her  lips  and  said,  "Please  forgive  me.  I  was  upset.  It's  a 
horrible  thing." 

The  thing  to  do  was  to  reason  with  her  quietly,  slowly, 
without  appearing  to  exert  any  pressure.  "I  understand, 
Winnie.  None  of  us  are  quite  sensible  and  reasonable  this 
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morning.  But  why  do  you  feel  that  Judith  murdered 
Cecily?" 

It  wasn't  going  to  succeed.  Winnie's  mouth  became  straight 
and  firm. 

"I  don't.  She  didn't.  Or  if  she  did  it  was  sheer  accident. 
But  I  won't  admit,  ever,  even  to  myself,  that  she  had  any- 
thing to  do  with  it.  I  burned  the  handkerchief  and — and 
that's  the  end  of  it." 

"Where  did  you  find  the  handkerchief?" 

"I  won't  tell  you." 

"Winnie,  suppose  I  do  tell  the  police." 

"You  won't.  I  didn't  mean  what  I  said,  Marny.  I  know 
you  too  well.  I  know  I  can  count  on  you." 

She  knew,  too,  that  the  evidence  no  longer  existed.  Win- 
nie was  not  Tim  Wales'  daughter  for  nothing.  Marny  said 
slowly,  "Suppose  someone  else  is  accused  of  murder?  Sup- 
pose someone  else  is  arrested  and  charged  with  it.  What  will 
you  do  then?" 

There  was  a  pause.  Winnie's  thick  eyebrows  drew  to- 
gether. Finally  she  said,  although  rather  uncertainly,  "Father 
and  Judith  come  first." 

"You  mean  you'd  let  someone  else  be  tried  and  perhaps 
convicted  ..." 

Winnie  said,  "Nobody  else  will  be.  They'll  never  find  out 
who  did  it.  If  you  can  stop  Father." 

"I  can't  do  anything  with  Tim.  .  .  ." 

"Yes,  you  can.  He'll  keep  after  Judith.  She's  so— so  care- 
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less.  She  may  have  left  other  things  to  be  found.  She  might 
do  anything.  Father'll  never  give  up  till  he  gets  at  the  truth. 
Unless  you  stop  him." 

"But  how  can  I  stop  him,  Winnie!" 

"By  telling  him  that  Andre  was  in  love  with  you,"  said 
Winnie. 


CHAPTER  11 


The  house  was  fully  awake  now.  Perhaps  it  had  been  for 
some  time.  Now  that  the  balcony  door  was  open,  small  sounds 
drifted  upward  and  through  it.  The  clatter  of  china  as  if  some- 
one was  having  breakfast  on  the  porch  below;  a  distant  voice; 
another  airplane  which,  now,  seemed  very  loud. 

It  didn't  matter,  of  course,  whatever  Winnie  had  seen  or 
guessed.  Everybody  would  know  soon  enough.  It  would  be 
in  the  newspapers,  broadcast  for  anybody  to  read  who  cared 
to  read  it.  Marny  shut  her  eyes  for  an  instant.  When  she 
opened  them  Winnie  had  taken  a  cigarette  from  the  box  on 
the  table  and  was  lighting  it.  Belatedly  she  held  the  box  to- 
ward Marny,  "Sorry.  I  am  upset.  Light?" 

"No,  thanks.  What  do  you  mean,  Winnie?" 

"You  look  very  queer,  Marny.  Hadn't  you  better  sit 
down?" 

"No.  I — yes."  She  sat  down  on  the  chaise  longue  and  looked 
at  Winnie  who  was  lighting  her  cigarette. 

Winnie  put  out  the  match  and  leaned  against  the  edge 
of  the  table  and  said,  "Are  you  in  love  with  him,  Marny?" 

In  love  with  Andre?  Blackmail  and  murder  and  Laideau's 
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horrible  hands.  Nothing  was  coherent.  Everything  was  in 
words  and  phrases  and  flashing  pictures.  Marny  pressed  her 
hands  into  the  arms  of  the  chaise.  "I  am  not  in  love  with 
Andre?' 

It  seemed  to  her  that  her  voice  alone  was  betraying.  But 
Winnie  said,  "It  was  only  that  you  really  did  look  so  very 
odd  for  a  moment,  Marny.  Of  course,  I  realize  he  was 
in  New  York  only  a  week.  But  he's  so  Latin,  somehow." 
Some  sound  in  the  hall  outside  or  somewhere  in  the  house 
seemed  to  have  caught  her  attention.  She  turned  and  listened 
sharply  and  said,  "I'll  go  now.  Only  please  do  it,  Marny.  No 
one  else  need  know,  only  Father.  And  it  will  put  him  off 
Judith  and — and  things  will  have  a  chance  to  blow  over." 

If  she  says  that  again,  I'll  scream,  thought  Marny  sud- 
denly and  rather  horribly.  The  door  closed  firmly  behind 
Winnie's  blue  dressing  gown.  The  Winnies  of  the  world 
always  thought  things  would  blow  over.  But  they  didn't. 

There  was  a  faint  smell  of  burned  cloth,  floating  like  an 
ugly  little  ghost  in  the  room,  acid  and  disagreeable  above 
the  light  fragrances  of  sachet  and  soap  and  perfume  that 
inhabit  a  bedroom.  She  had  to  escape  it.  It  was  like  a  sudden, 
urgent  claustrophobia. 

So  it  was  actually  because  of  Winnie  and  her  incredible 
request  (that  yet  came  ironically  so  near  the  truth)  that 
Marny  slid  her  feet  into  the  small  scarlet  mules  beside  the 
bed,  wrapped  her  white  robe  around  her  and  went  out  onto 
the  balcony.  And  Andre  Durant  was  waiting. 
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She  did  not  see  him  at  first;  he  was  sitting  on  the  railing, 
down  at  the  end  of  the  balcony  where  it  turned  to  follow 
the  line  of  the  house.  The  vines  were  thick  and  he  was  seated 
in  their  shadow,  staring  out  at  the  bay.  But  waiting. 

She  knew  that  as  soon  as  she  saw  him.  It  was  in  every  line 
of  his  figure.  She  drew  back,  but  he  heard  the  creak  of  the 
door.  His  head  jerked  around  and  he  sprang  up  and  came 
toward  her. 

He  looked  no  different.  There  was  only  a  curious  blank- 
ness  about  his  face.  As  if  he  had  not  put  on  his  usual  mask 
of  charm,  of  gaiety,  of  humanity.  He  drew  nearer.  His  eyes 
were  blank,  too,  and  curiously  opaque.  It  was  the  look  of  a 
creature  from  another  and  unknown  world,  something  alien, 
something  walled  and  untouchable  by  its  own  choice  and 
being — and  something  evil. 

This  was  the  Andre  Cecily  must  have  seen  the  night  be- 
fore. 

The  humid,  tropical  air  was  heavy.  The  bougainvillaea 
was  very  bright.  Palm  trees  at  the  edge  of  the  narrow  strip 
of  lawn  between  the  house  and  the  water,  stood  out  with 
broad,  sharp  outlines.  He  said,  "I  was  waiting  for  you." 

He  touched  the  end  of  his  cigarette  against  the  balcony 
railing  to  shake  off  the  ashes,  and  went  on  softly,  with  matter- 
of-fact  precision  that  was  indescribably  practiced,  as  if  he  had 
said  the  same  words  many  times.  "I  don't  like  scenes.  Don't 
make  one.  Laideau  thought  you  did  not  believe  him.  He 
told  you  the  truth." 


<&%  143  ?** 

He  made  no  attempt  to  evade  her  eyes.  His  look  was  re- 
mote, impersonal.  .  .  .  Again  it  seemed  to  her  blankly  alien 
to  any  world  she  knew.  She  said  slowly,  "Why  did  you  lie 
to  Cecily  ?  Why  did  you  tell  her  we  wanted  to  marry  ?  Why 
did  you  send  her  to  me?" 

She  was  sure  he  heard  her.  He  couldn't  have  helped  hear- 
ing; yet  there  was  no  flicker  of  response  in  that  blank,  hand- 
some face.  "Laideau  will  come  to  you  today.  Tell  him  the 
amount  you  are  prepared  to  pay." 

He  was  going  to  turn  away.  She  said,  "Did  you  kill 
Cecily?" 

Again  it  was  exactly  as  if  he  hadn't  heard  her.  "Laideau 
will  see  to  the  details.  It  may  take  a  few  days  for  you  to  make 
the  necessary  arrangements.  We  understand  that.  Any  securi- 
ties you  will  have  to  sell  yourself.  If  you  wish  to  include 
jewelry,  I  imagine  Laideau  can  dispose  of  it  more  profitably 
than  you." 

"I  will  give  you  nothing." 

But  he  had  turned  and  was  walking  away,  gracefully, 
lightly,  a  man  whose  face  and  walk  she  knew  and  who  was 
and  always  had  been  a  stranger  to  her. 

He  turned  the  corner  of  the  balcony  and  disappeared.  And 
she  thought  suddenly,  poor  Cecily.  Knowing  him  for  what 
he  was,  yet  unable  to  free  herself  from  his  spell.  Poor  tragic 
Cecily. 

And  how  many  other  women?  And  how  near  she  had 
come  to  being  one  of  them. 
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Yet  in  one  way,  of  course,  she  had  not  escaped.  She  turned 
back  into  her  own  room. 

The  faint  small  odor  of  burned  lace  and  cloth  still  haunted 
it  as  she  dressed. 

It  was  later  than  she  had  thought.  When  she  went  down- 
stairs Tim  Wales  was  just  outside  the  hall  door  talking  to 
reporters,  who  were  apparently  leaving.  (Murder  on  Shadow 
Island:  Home  of  Tim  Wales:  Prominent  in  Aviation  Cir- 
cles. It  was  all  in  the  papers  that  day.) 

She  stopped  at  the  foot  of  the  stairway.  Voices  floated  in 
through  the  open  door.  She  had  heard  Tim  deal  with  re- 
porters many  times.  She  knew  his  every  manner;  she  could 
tell  now  that  he  was  employing  his  very  best  and  most  dis- 
arming tricks. 

".  .  .  of  course  we'd  all  think  it  was  suicide,  if  they  had 
found  the  gun.  They  may  find  it  yet;  one  never  knows." 

"Do  you  believe  it  was  suicide,  Mr.  Wales  ?  Can  we  quote 
you  about  that?" 

"Well,  it's  hard  to  say.  As  I  told  you  she  was  very  young, 
not  very  well.  She  and  her  husband  were  separated  tem- 
porarily. She  may  have  had  a  fit  of  nerves,  depression  .  .  ." 

"She  was  shot  in  the  back,  wasn't  she,  Mr.  Wales  ?  At  the 
morgue  .  .  ." 

"Yes,  yes,  I  know.  You  saw  the  body,  did  you?  It's  all  a 
terrible  shock  to  everybody.  Yet — well,  you  know  as  well  as 
I  do  what  freakish  things  can  happen  with  guns." 

"According  to  the  police  statement  the  gun  was  not  found 
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at  all."  This  voice  was  rather  gentle  but  definitely  skeptical. 
Tim,  of  course,  knew  it,  too.  He  said  in  his  most  candid- 
sounding  manner,  "That's  just  the  trouble,  boys.  Shot  in  the 
back,  and  apparently  the  gun  gone  completely.  Of  course, 
the  place  where  the  body  was  found  is  only  a  few  feet  from 
the  water." 

There  wasn't  any  question  of  suicide.  The  police  had  set- 
tled that  instantly  and  with  a  decision  which  left  no  room 
for  doubt.  Not  that  any  doubt  could  actually  exist  or  be  con- 
jured up  even  by  Tim  Wales'  artfully  artless-sounding  im- 
plications. Cecily  was  shot  in  the  back  and  was  dead  and 
there  was  no  gun  and  it  was  murder. 

And  blackmail.  She  held  tight  to  the  stair  railing;  the  re- 
porters were  leaving.  She  could  hear  their  footsteps  on  the 
gravel;  one  or  two  appeared  to  linger. 

"We'd  like  a  statement  from  Durant,  you  know,  Mr. 
Wales." 

"I  know,  I  know.  He'll  give  you  one  later,  I'm  sure.  Just 
now  he's  not  able  to  see  anybody,  believe  me." 

"Photographs  .  .  ." 

"All  you  want.  Everything.  Grounds — house,  place  where 
she  was  found." 

"We'd  like  a  shot  of  you  and  Mrs.  Wales." 

Marny  could  detect  the  icy  edge  in  Tim's  voice.  His  man- 
ner remained  cordial  and  friendly  and  regretful.  "Can't  give 
you  that.  My  wife's  not  up  yet.  It's  been  a  shock  to  everybody 
— a  suicide  right  here  on  the  island." 
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"But  it  wasn't  suicide,  Mr.  Wales,"  reminded  the  reporter 
gently. 

"No,  no,  of  course  not.  At  least — well,  poor  child,"  said 
Tim.  "Poor  girl  .  .  .  I'll  tell  you  what,  as  soon  as  we  can  pull 
ourselves  together  a  bit,  I'll  let  you  come  around  and  take 
all  the  pictures  you  want.  How's  that?" 

"Oh,  it  doesn't  matter,"  said  the  other  voice  rather  airily. 
"We've  got  lots  of  pictures  of  you,  Mr.  Wales.  Every  paper 
in  the  country  has  them — and  of  course  Mrs.  Wales  and  your 
daughter,  too." 

There  was  a  sharp,  small  silence.  Then  Tim  laughed — very 
brightly,  very  shortly  and  very  falsely. 

"Yes.  Yes,  I  suppose  so.  Well,  I'm  sorry  I  can't  give  you 
any  more  information.  It's  a  bad  business,  any  way  you  look 
at  it.  But  Manson  is  a  great  fellow.  I  have  every  confidence 
in  the  police.  Thank  you,  boys,  thank  you.  .  .  ." 

Footsteps  crunched  away  down  the  drive  and  Tim  came 
into  the  hall  and  saw  her.  "Good  God,"  he  said.  He  got  out 
a  handkerchief  and  wiped  his  face,  and  his  whole  fat  body 
seemed  to  collapse.  He  sank  down  in  a  chair  and  looked  at 
her.  All  the  small  lines  showed  sharply  in  his  face  and  there 
were  gray  hollows  around  his  eyes.  The  brightly  tiled  hall 
with  its  gay  chairs  and  sofas  looked  strangely  wrong  and 
awry  as  a  setting  for  Tim  Wales  at  that  moment.  "Marny," 
he  said,  "what  do  you  think  of  getting  a  good  fellow  to  do 
a  personal  public  relations  job  for  me?  This  is  going  to  be 
bad  for — for  business." 
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Judith  appeared  quietly  in  the  doorway  to  the  drawing 
room.  Apparently  she  had  been  standing  just  inside  it,  listen- 
ing as  frankly  as  Marny  had  listened.  She  wore  white-silk 
slacks  and  a  white  shirt,  open  deeply  at  the  throat,  and  a 
green  belt.  Her  dark  hair  was,  this  morning,  parted  and 
hanging  long  over  her  shoulders,  held  back  with  combs  from 
her  temples  so  the  features  of  her  lovely  face  seemed  to  stand 
out  in  more  marked  relief,  and  even  greater  beauty.  Her 
dark,  straight  eyebrows,  her  dark  eyes,  her  gardenia  skin, 
her  painted  dark-red  lips  all  seemed  accentuated,  somehow, 
and  more  beautiful.  One  hand  was  on  the  door  casing.  She 
looked  at  Tim  steadily,  long  dark  lashes  shading  her  eyes. 
"Bad  for  business  or  bad  for  us?" 

Tim  shoved  his  handkerchief  into  his  pocket.  "Both." 

"You  said  a  personal  public  relations  job." 

"Did  I?" 

"What  exactly  do  you  mean,  Tim?  I  heard  you  with  the 
reporters.  You  weren't  too  good.  Your  efforts  at  hinting  at 
suicide  were  a  little  obvious.  She  couldn't  have  shot  herself. 
She  was  murdered.  Everybody  knows  it." 

Tim  bounced  up  suddenly,  his  eyes  little  and  sharp  and 
bright.  "Where  were  you?  This  morning,  I  mean.  Why 
wouldn't  you  let  me  talk  to  you  last  night  ?  Your  light  burned 
all  night.  You  wouldn't  answer  when  I  knocked.  Good  God, 
Judith,  we've  got  to  talk  about  this.  ..." 

"What  do  we  have  to  talk  about?  You  made  your  feel- 
ings about  me  altogether  too  clear  last  night." 
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"Judith  .  .  ."  he  took  her  arm  but  she  moved  away. 

"If  you  wanted  to  ask  me  whether  or  not  I  murdered 
Cecily  Durant  because  I  was  jealous  of  her,  I  didn't/* 

"Judith,  I  didn't  mean  that.  .  .  ." 

"And  I  don't  know  who  killed  her.  Except  it  wasn't 
Andre." 

"How  could  you  have  been  so  stupid,  Judith  ?  If  you  had 
to  give  him  an  alibi  did  it  have  to  be  like  that?  Nobody 
can  keep  it  out  of  the  papers.  .  .  ." 

Judith  glanced  past  him.  "Good  morning,  Marny.  Don't 
mind  our  little  conjugal  pleasantries.  Tim  suspects  me  of 
murder,  you  know." 

It  was  bold,  forthright — and  daring.  Exactly  like  Judith, 
whether  or  not  she  had  actually  killed  Cecily.  (Trying  to  stop 
the  bleeding  with  the  small,  bloodstained  handkerchief!  But 
she  hadn't.  Not  Judith.  Not  anybody  Marny  knew!  Yet 
Cecily  Durant  was  murdered.)  Marny  said,  "Hello,  Judith. 
Tim,  I  want  to  see  the  police  officer,  Captain  Manson.  Is 
he  here?" 

Judith's  eyes  became  a  little  fixed  and  watchful  under 
those  lovely  eyelashes.  Tim  whirled  around.  "What  in  the 
world  do  you  want  to  see  him  about,  Marny  ?  You  told  your 
story  last  night.  For  God's  sake,  don't  add  to  it.  Keep  your 
mouth  shut.  .  .  ." 

Bill  Cameron  came  briskly,  as  if  at  a  cue,  from  the  dining- 
room  door.  Had  he  too  been  quietly  and  yet  frankly  listen- 
ing? 
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"Hello,"  he  said  as  coolly  as  if  it  were  any  day,  not  the  day 
after  a  murder.  Somehow  he  had  got  hold  of  a  change  of 
clothing.  He  was  dressed  again  in  green  uniform  and  looked 
fresh  and  alert.  He  came  quickly  to  Marny  and  put  his  hand 
on  her  own,  still  clasped  tightly  upon  the  railing.  "Have  you 
had  breakfast?" 

His  hand  was  warm  and  strong  and  safe.  It  was  a  singu- 
lar word  to  use  but  it  flashed  across  her  mind.  She  said,  "Yes, 
thanks." 

"I  heard  you  inquiring  for  Manson.  He  was  here  a  while 
ago,  wasn't  he,  Mr.  Wales?" 

Tim's  eyes  were  hunted.  "I  don't  know.  Some  police  were 
here  earlier,  going  over  the  grounds,  questioning  the  servants. 
I  haven't  seen  Manson." 

"Do  you  want  to  look  for  him,  Marny?"  asked  Bill  Cam- 
eron pleasantly,  and  drew  her — rather  firmly — toward  the 
front  door.  Judith  and  Tim  watched  them  go  in  silence. 

The  screened  door  closed  behind  them.  The  sun  was  still 
hidden  but  everything  somehow  was  very  clear.  It  was  an 
eerie,  unnatural  clearness  of  light  that  seemed  to  bring  every 
leaf  in  the  thick  hedge  into  sharper  focus. 

There  was  something  queer  and  rather  oppressive  in  the 
air,  something  too  quiet.  The  water  around  the  island  looked 
very  flat  and  slick.  The  skyline  of  Miami  was  hazy.  Miami 
Beach  in  the  opposite  direction  was  veiled  too  in  a  kind  of 
soft,  dull  haze.  Yet  the  sky  was  in  no  sense  stormy-looking 
or  overcast.  It  was  merely  intensely  still.  The  bamboos  and 
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the  palms  did  not  move.  The  hibiscus  and  bougainvillaea 
blazed  in  scarlet  and  purple,  the  grass  looked  queerly  and 
brightly  green.  They  walked  around  the  corner  of  the  house, 
toward  the  balcony  stairway  with  its  view  of  bay  and  green 
lawn.  No  one  was  about,  although  the  bamboos  hid  the 
pier.  She  glanced  at  the  porch.  Someone  had  been  having 
breakfast ;  no  one,  now,  was  there.  The  thick  bougainvillaea, 
heavy  with  purple,  hung  heavily  from  the  balcony,  not  a 
leaf  moving.  A  motor  boat  went  past,  curving  near  the  island, 
slowing  up  as  it  passed  within  a  few  feet  of  the  sea  wall. 
Marny  was  suddenly  aware  of  people  in  the  boat  staring — at 
the  house,  at  herself  in  her  plain  white-linen  dress  with  its 
red  belt  and  the  red  ribbon  around  her  hair.  She  drew  back 
involuntarily,  understanding  the  reason  for  their  curiosity. 

Bill  Cameron  knew  it.  He  said  shortly,  "There's  been  a 
steady  stream  of  boats  passing  the  place.  Why  do  you  want 
to  see  Manson?" 

"I  want  to  tell  him  .  .  ." 

He  interrupted,  "That's  what  I  thought.  What's  happened  ? 
Or  have  you  only  come  to  your  senses  overnight  ? "  He  turned 
to  look  at  her  and  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  he  grinned. 
His  gray-blue  eyes  lighted  up.  His  whole  face  seemed 
younger  and  for  an  instant  friendly  and  warm.  "I  wondered 
when  you  would." 

Had  she  come  to  her  senses!  She  wondered  if  Andre  were 
watching  from  behind  one  of  the  windows  of  the  rambling 
white  house— or  Laideau,  with  his  great  shoulders  and  lit- 
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tie  ugly  eyes.  She  said  with  something  like  a  shiver,  "Yes. 
But  not  the  way  you  think." 

The  smile  vanished.  "Something  has  happened.  You'd  bet- 
ter tell  me.  No,  wait  .  .  ."  His  gaze  went  upward  over  her 
shoulder  and  became  very  slightly  fixed,  then  moved  on 
coolly  and  came  back  to  her.  He  said  without  a  change  of 
expression  but  in  a  very  low  voice,  "Somebody  is  on  the 
balcony.  Listening,  I  should  imagine.  I'm  going  to  find  out 
who  it  is.  Stay  here." 


CHAPTER  12 


The  stairway  was  only  a  few  feet  away.  He  reached  it  in  a 
swift  step  or  two.  His  solid  gray-clad  figure  was  rounding 
the  curve,  between  thick  loops  of  bougainvillaea  when  she 
turned  to  look  upward.  She  could  see  only  the  columns  of 
the  balcony,  heavily  hung  with  green  foliage.  The  vines 
were  thickest  along  the  end  opposite  the  stairway — where 
Andre  had  sat  and  waited  for  her  an  hour  or  so  ago. 

She  moved  a  little  away  from  the  porch  to  get  a  wider 
view  of  the  balcony  and  still  could  see  no  one.  There  was 
no  flicker  of  a  motion  anywhere,  no  door  opened  and  closed, 
no  shadow  moved  stealthily  out  of  sight.  Bill  Cameron  had 
reached  the  balcony  and  was  running  with  incredible  light- 
ness along  it  toward  the  corner  which  followed  the  corner 
of  the  house;  it  was  further  shielded  by  several  thick,  ferny 
pepper  trees,  spotted  brilliantly  with  clusters  of  orange  ber- 
ries. 

His  black  head  and  green  uniform  disappeared. 

It  was  perfectly  still. 

Bill  Cameron  did  not  return.  Nobody  came.  Nothing 
moved.  The  house  was  always  confusing  to  her;  its  rambling, 
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half -modern,  half -Spanish  architecture  produced  unexpected 
corners  and  changes  of  level,  odd  stairways  and  halls — any 
number  of  ways  in  and  out  of  it,  she  thought  suddenly  and 
sharply.  And  anyone  could  have  walked  through  her  own 
room  (whose  door,  in  a  cut-off  mid-section,  she  could  see), 
or  through  any  room  along  the  balcony  and  stayed  there 
quietly  behind  the  vines,  listening. 

Because  Cecily  Durant  had  been  murdered  on  that  island 
the  night  before.  Because  conceivably  the  murderer  was  in 
that  house — alert  to  every  voice  and  every  footfall,  and  every 
whisper.  Somewhere  in  that  house — gay  and  modern  and 
brilliant  in  its  vines  and  shrubbery  and  red  and  purple  blos- 
soms and  white  walls. 

She  didn't  like  the  stillness  and  the  quiet.  She  didn't  like 
the  empty  look  of  a  house  which  was  not  empty. 

All  at  once,  strangely,  she  felt  exposed,  as  if  eyes  were 
watching  her,  as  if  the  lush  walls  of  green  shrubbery  might 
conceal  something  that  waited  for  her.  As  Andre  and  Laideau 
waited! 

And  again,  as  she  had  done  the  night  before,  a  sense  of 
the  deadly  patient  waiting  of  the  tropics  to  reclaim  its  own 
came  back  to  her.  Shadow  Island  was  man-made — of  spoil- 
age, pushed  into  shape  by  huge  shovels,  flattened  out  and 
curved  and  planted,  and  neatly  arranged  in  driveways  and 
paths,  and  lawn  and  hedges,  with  a  sharply  modern  house 
set  down  upon  it— and  yet  the  tropical  land  held  it,  per- 
mitted its  existence,  as  if  by  caprice,  as  if  for  the  moment 
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Behind  that  thick  hedge  of  silvery  green  bamboo,  quiet 
now  and  still,  Cecily  had  died. 

She  took  a  step  or  two  toward  the  house  and  Bill  Cam- 
eron came  around  the  corner  of  the  balcony  again,  walking 
along  coolly,  without  looking  down  at  her,  his  face  expres- 
sionless^  He  came  down  the  stairway,  and  she  waited.  He 
passed  the  curve  where  she  had  stood  in  her  white  robe  the 
night  before  and  talked  to  him — and  listened  for  the  oars 
of  the  boat  which  had  disappeared  behind  the  Casuarina 
trees. 

He  reached  her  and  she  could  read  nothing  in  his  face  or 
attitude.  He  spoke,  however,  very  low.  "I  don't  know  who 
it  was.  But  there  was  somebody.  There  are  a  lot  of  French 
doors  on  the  other  side  of  the  balcony  and  a  couple  of  stair- 
ways, one  going  up  to  another  small  balcony  on  a  different 
level,  and  nobody  there;  the  other  going  straight  down  to  the 
back  entrance  and  nothing  there  but  a  trash  burner.  No  way 
to  find  out  who  it  was,  except  I  know  I  saw  somebody  move 
back  of  those  vines  and  I  think  I  heard  footsteps — running. 
I'm  not  sure.  There's  no  one  way  of  finding  out  who  was  so 
interested.  I  suppose  we'll  never  know,  and  it  doesn't  really 
matter.  Except  there  was  somebody,  in  the  house,  interested 
in  our  conversation,  who  didn't  want  to  be  seen."  He  opened 
his  hand  and  showed  her  briefly  the  end  of  a  cigarette. 

"It  was  still  burning.  It  was  on  the  balcony,  just  at  the  cor- 
ner. There's  no  lipstick  on  it.  And  I  suppose  the  house  is 
full  of  cigarettes  of  this  brand.  It  could  have  been  anybody 
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from  Tim  Wales  on  down.  It  only  proves  somebody  was 
there.  And  somebody  who  wanted  very  much  to  hear  what 
we  were  saying.  Yet,  in  a  house  where  there's  been  a  murder, 
that's  not  exactly  incriminating  either.  I  listened  to  Tim  and 
the  reporters,  and  Judith,  and  all  o£  you  from  the  dining 
room,  this  morning,  with  no  compunction  whatever  and 
with  the  greatest  interest.  And  I  didn't  shoot  Cecily  Durant." 

He's  trying  to  convince  me — and  himself — that  no  mur- 
derer stood  on  the  balcony,  hidden  by  vines,  listening,  and 
then  hurried  furtively  away,  thought  Marny. 

Murderer  is  a  strange  and  terrible  word — nothing  one  can 
associate  with  daylight,  and  physical  small  facts  of  everyday 
life,  with  footsteps  on  a  balcony,  with  a  lighted  cigarette, 
flung  down,  still  burning. 

It  was  the  brand  Tim  smoked  habitually  and  constantly. 
Yet,  as  Bill  Cameron  said,  it  was  a  popular  brand  and  there 
were  quantities  of  them,  all  over  the  house. 

It  could  have  been  anyone.  Not  necessarily  the  murderer 
of  Cecily  Durant. 

Bill  Cameron  shoved  the  cigarette  end  in  his  pocket.  He 
had  pinched  out  the  light  probably  when  he  picked  it  up. 
Why  was  he  going  to  keep  it  ?  He  said,  "Well,  we'll  walk  a 
bit  away  from  the  house.  Don't  talk  now  .  .  ." 

But  he  talked  himself,  making  conversation.  "The  early 
newspapers  are  here  full  of  the  police  reports  of  the  murder 
and  Tim  Wales'  biography.  The  reporters  have  been 
here  .  .  9n 
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"Yes,  I  saw  them  leaving." 

"The  radio  has  it  that  a  hurricane  is  winding  up  some- 
where in  the  Caribbean.  It  will  probably  pass  us  by.  They 
haven't  told  people  to  put  up  shutters  yet.  I  understand  that 
is  standard  procedure  when  the  storm  center  reaches  a  certain 
point  .  .  ." 

"You  see,  I've  got  to  tell  Manson  .  .  ." 

"Of  course  we  are  right  in  the  middle  of  the  hurricane  sea- 
son. Have  you  seen  the  tennis  court?  Not  that  it  is  anything 
much  to  see,  but  come  along  this  way.  No,  don't  talk.  Too 
many  shrubs,  too  near  .  .  .  It's  this  way.  .  .  ." 

It  was  on  the  eastern  end  of  the  island,  well  away  from  the 
house  with  the  fringe  of  Casuarinas  between  it  and  the  distant 
view  of  Miami  Beach.  They  reached  the  flat  white  surface  of 
the  tennis  court.  The  high  fence  around  it,  high  enough  to 
catch  tennis  balls  and  laden  with  thick-growing  vines,  was 
like  a  wall.  The  sky  above  looked  light  and  thick  somehow 
and  very  still. 

"Now  then,"  said  Bill  Cameron.  "You're  going  to  tell  the 
police  about  Cecily's  visit  to  you." 

"Yes  .  .  ." 

"Why?  Have  you  decided  that  I  took  advantage  of  your 
shock  and  confusion  to  over-will  your  better  instincts,  and 
thus  obligate  you  to  me  in  a  business  way?" 

"You  ...  I  didn't  say  that." 

"But  you  thought  it?  I  see.  I  was  afraid  that  the  brilliant, 
brainy  young  executive — suspicious  and  a  little  hard — would 
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eventually  arouse  in  you."  He  laughed  shortly.  "Frankly,  I 
liked  you  better  last  night." 

"Bill,"  she  said,  "Laideau  is  trying  to  blackmail  me.  Laideau 
and— and  Andre." 

"Andril" 

She  suddenly  could  not  answer,  but  could  only  look 
wretchedly,  miserably  into  his  eyes  which  were  all  at  once 
as  gray  and  cold  as  the  sea.  He  took  her  hands,  hard. 

"Andre  \new  that  Cecily  came  to  you?" 

"I  told  him.  Last  night.  To — to  warn  him  .  .  ." 

"Good  God,  Marny  .  .  .  !"  He  checked  himself,  and 
glanced  swiftly  around  them.  "You'd  better  tell  me  all  about 
it.  Quick  .  .  ." 

"But  I  .  .  ." 

"But  you  don't  trust  me?  Is  that  it?"  He  paused  for  a  mo- 
ment and  then  said  dryly,  "You  haven't  given  me  a  chance 
to  talk  to  you.  You've  fought  me  every  time  you've  seen  me. 
Last  night  I  got  a  glimpse  of  the  girl  you  might  have  been  if 
you  hadn't  been  so  hell  bent  to  be  .  .  ." 

"To  be  what?" 

"To  be  somebody  else,"  said  Bill  Cameron.  "All  right. 
That's  your  choice.  I'm  here  on  business.  I  really  was  sent  by 
well,  some  very  important  people.  It's  not  a  long  story.  I 
was  wounded,  convalesced  in  England.  Aviation  is  my 
job;  always  has  been.  I  knew  some  fellows  there;  I  know 
some  in  America.  Everybody  in  aviation  is  planning  for  the 
years  after  the  war.  I'm  not  going  on  at  length  about  it — not 
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now.  But  everybody  knows  Tim  Wales'  reputation  for  going 
it  alone.  I  think — we  all  think — we've  got  to  work  together. 
So  far  Wales  has  refused  even  to  talk  to  anybody.  Nobody 
can  reach  him  through  the  regular  channels.  So  I — partly  on 
my  own,  partly  not — decided  to  try  the — well,  the  irregular 
channels.  Get  at  him,  get  him  to  listen.  But  that's  all  about 
that.  It  doesn't  matter  now.  I  mean  it  can  wait — it'll  have  to. 
I  want  to  persuade  Tim  Wales  to  string  along  with  everybody 
else.  He's  so  important  that  he's  needed.  I  want  you  to  help 
persuade  him.  That's  my  business  here.  But  I'm  not  trying  to 
get  you  in  my  clutches.  I  think  you're  by  way  of  being  a  fool 
about — well,  about  a  lot  of  things.  But  that's  not  the  point. 
Now  then:  what  exactly  did  Laideau  tell  you?  Hurry  .  .  ." 

She  remembered  every  word ;  she  would  always  remember 
it.  "Laideau  came  in,"  she  began.  "Andre  sent  him.  And  I  saw 
Andre*  this  morning  and  it's  true." 

It  took  actually  only  a  moment  or  two.  Bill  Cameron  stared 
out  over  the  water  and  listened.  It  was  queer  how  his  tall, 
solid  body  seemed  to  stiffen  and  harden  as  she  talked,  yet 
there  was  no  change  in  his  face. 

A  flight  of  Army  airplanes,  five  of  them  in  a  V,  droned 
above  through  the  still  sky  and  disappeared  toward  the 
ocean. 

She  finished  and  for  a  moment  Bill  Cameron  said  nothing. 
His  face  was  unfathomable,  impossible  to  read,  his  mouth 
hard  and  tight.  He  took  out  cigarettes  and  lighted  one  for  her 
and  for  himself,  and  looked  away  from  her  out  toward  the 
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bay,  smoking.  Finally  he  said,  "You  believed  Laideau  last 
night?  Before  Andre  backed  him  up?" 

"Yes." 

"Didn't  have  any  doubt  about  it?" 

She  took  a  long  breath.  "No." 

He  put  his  cigarette  to  his  mouth,  eyes  narrow,  still  looking 
out  toward  the  bay.  "You  didn't  believe  Cecily,  you  know. 
You  still  had  faith,  I  suppose,  in  him.  In  spite  of  the  evidence." 

She  said  unexpectedly,  "I  ought  to  have  helped  Cecily.** 

He  glanced  at  her  then  quickly.  "Don't  say  that  or  think  it. 
You  couldn't  have  done  anything  for  her.  She  was  lost,  poor 
child,  from  the  instant  he  walked  into  her  life.  She  knew  he 
was  a  heel  and  a  .  .  .  She  knew  all  about  him.  But  she  hadn't 
the  strength  or  the  will  to  get  away  from  him.  Whatever  he 
was,  she  wanted  him.  It  happens,  sometimes.  ThereVe  been 
other  Andres  in  the  world.  Not  many  of  them,"  he  said  rather 
grimly.  "And  men  know  what  to  do  about  them.  But  women, 
even  women  with  what  passes  for  intelligence  and  sensibility 
and  .  .  .  Let's  get  down  to  brass  tacks."  He  took  her  hands 
so  hard  that  it  hurt.  "Was  Andre  planning  to  get  rid  of  Cecily 
in  order  to  marry  you?" 

"No." 

"Exactly  how  far  had  this  affair  with  him  gone?" 

"It  hadn't  .  .  .  What  right  have  you  ...  ?" 

"Answer  me." 

"It  was  silly.  There  wasn't  anything,  really." 

"You're  not  lying  to  me?" 
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"No.  No.  It  was  .  .  .  I'm  not  proud  of  it." 

"Kisses  in  the  moonlight?  That  kind  of  thing?" 

She  could  feel  her  face  growing  hot.  "Once.  Last  night. 
When  we  came  in  from  swimming.  After  you  left — it  didn't 
mean  anything." 

"Did  anyone  see  you?" 

"No.  We  were  beside  the  hibiscus." 

He  searched  her  eyes  deeply.  Then  quite  suddenly  he  let 
her  hands  drop.  "All  right.  Can  you  prove  that  to  the  police?" 

"No  .  .  ." 

"You  didn't  write  Andre  any — well,  letters?" 

"No!" 

"And  you've  decided  to  tell  the  police  about  Cecily  coming 
to  you  with  the  gun  .  .  ." 

"Yes." 

He  said  unexpectedly,  "Good  girl!  Andre  and  Laideau  are 
almost  certain  to  have  a  police  record  somewhere.  I  think 
Andre  did  it,  or  Laideau.  And  I  think  the  police  think  so. 
It'll  take  some  time  to  dig  up  their  past  record  and  it'll  take 
some  time  to  get  the  evidence  they  have  to  have.  But  as  long 
as  they  suspect  Andre,  I  believe  you  are  safe.  And  of  course 
your  best  defense  is  police  proof,  jury  proof  that  somebody 
else  shot  Cecily,  and  who  it  was."  He  lighted  another  ciga- 
rette. "There  were  not  many  people  on  the  island.  Judith — 
Wales  himself.  Winnie.  Laideau  and  Andre.  Somebody 
might  have  followed  Cecily  here,  of  course,  and  killed  her. 
But  I  think  her  contacts  with  life  were  entirely  through 
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Andre.  I  don't  think  she  had  either  friends  or  enemies,  ex- 
cept Andre  and  Laideau.  Suppose  her  existence  threatened 
one  or  the  other  of  them.  Laideau  appears  to  be  the  muscle 
man  for  Andre's  pretty  little  schemes.  Suppose  he  killed  the 
girl  because  Andre  wanted  to  get  rid  of  her  and  Cecily 
wouldn't  give  him  up?" 

"Andre  has  an  alibi." 

"So  has  Judith,"  said  Bill  Cameron,  looking  out  over  the 
water. 

And  Judith  had  the  wit,  and  the  instantaneous  daring  and 
decision  to  claim  it.  Or  to  invent  it,  in  a  way  that  was  extraor- 
dinarily convincing!  Why,  the  police  would  say,  would  this 
woman  tell  such  a  story  unless  it  is  true?  If  she  were  lying 
she'd  tell  a  story  less  likely  to  be  made  capital  of  by  gossip 
and  newspapers.  There  were  a  dozen — a  hundred  other 
stories  she  could  have  invented.  But  the  one  she  told  was  con- 
vincing. Cleverly  convincing?  Or  honestly  convincing? 

There  was  the  handkerchief. 

Again  Marny  was  caught  by  a  swift  debate  in  her  own 
mind.  Could  anyone  she  knew  have  done  murder  ?  And  again 
it  had  the  same  conclusion.  Certainly  not  Judith.  There  must 
be  another  explanation  for  the  handkerchief.  When  she  suc- 
ceeded in  getting  the  whole  story  from  Winnie,  she  would 
see  the  loopholes  as  Winnie,  frightened,  had  not.  She  told 
herself  that. 

Bill  Cameron  said  abruptly,  "You  like  Judith.  And  I  don't 
know  her.  But  Andre  is — Andre.  I  don't  think  Laideau  and 
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Andre  would  have  taken  such  a  dangerous  method  of  getting 
rid  of  Cecily,  unless,  for  some  reason,  it  was  urgent.  Look 
here,  Marny.  Did  Cecily  call  you  by  name?" 

"Why,  I  .  .  .  No,  I  don't  think  so.  I  can't  remember.  .  .  ." 

"You'd  remember.  Did  she  know  Judith?  By  sight,  I  mean, 
to  recognize  her?" 

"I  don't  know." 

"Has  it  occurred  to  you  that  when  Cecily  came  to  you,  she 
might  have  thought  you  were  Judith?" 

"]udith\" 

He  looked  at  her  queerly.  "I  guess  you're  bright  in  business. 
You're  not  very  bright  about  yourself.  .  .  ." 

"But  Cecily  said  Andre  had  talked  to  her.  She  said  she'd 
seen  him.  .  .  ." 

"Andre  says  he  didn't  see  her  at  all.  He  told  the  police  that 
last  night.  I  don't  imagine  Andre's  word  amounts  to  any- 
thing, but  Judith's  story  supports  it.  Judith  says  Andre  was  in 
her  room  at  the  time  when  you  were  talking  to  Cecily.  It  gave 
Andre  an  alibi  and  it  gave  Judith  an  alibi  and  she's  a  very 
attractive  woman.  Now  don't  get  your  back  up  like  a  mad 
kitten.  I'm  only  reasoning.  And  somebody  killed  that  girl." 

"Not  Judith!"  cried  Marny.  And  Bill  Cameron  said  all  at 
once,  very  quietly,  "Here  is  Captain  Manson." 

She  whirled  around.  The  detective  and  two  policemen 
were  walking  across  the  court  toward  them.  They  were  al- 
ready so  near  that  Captain  Manson's  blue  tie  seemed  to  loom 
up  like  a  flag.  Nobody  spoke.  There  was  only  the  slap,  slap 
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of  their  feet  across  the  hard  court.  And  then  Captain  Manson 
had  stopped  and  one  of  the  policemen  took  off  his  cap  and 
scratched  his  head  and  looked  meditatively  up  at  the  opaque, 
quiet  sky.  Captain  Manson  said,  "Good  morning,  Miss  San- 
derson— Commander." 

Marny  opened  her  lips  and  no  sound  came  out.  Bill  Cam- 
eron was  right,  she  thought  despairingly.  She  had  no  sense  at 
all  about  people  and  human  relationships.  She  ough'  to  have 
snatched  that  handkerchief  from  Winnie.  She  ought  to  have  it 
now,  as  evidence  to  give  the  police.  It  didn't  matter  whether 
or  not  she  believed  Judith  could  have  killed  Cecily.  Nothing 
ought  to  matter  when  it  was  murder  except  your  own  safety. 

They'd  never  believe  it  without  the  handkerchief;  and 
Winnie  would  deny  it  and  telling  it  would  only  strengthen 
the  case  against  her  for  it  would  sound  as  if  she  were  lying, 
trying  to  cast  suspicion  on  Judith,  in  order  to  avert  it  from 
herself. 

Even  Bill  Cameron  would  not  believe  it.  Police  proof,  jury 
proof,  he  had  said,  and  she  had  only  a  tale  of  a  handkerchief 
that  no  longer  existed. 

Captain  Manson  said,  "Is  it  true,  Miss  Sanderson,  that 
Cecily  Durant  came  to  see  you  last  night,  just  before  you 
claim  to  have  found  her  murdered,  and  told  you  she  would 
kill  you  rather  than  let  you  take  her  husband?" 

Bill  Cameron  did  not  move,  did  not  speak,  offered  in  no 
way  to  shield  or  to  help  or  to  do  anything. 

"Yes,"  whispered  Marny  with  stiff  lips.  And  suddenly  a 
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very  disheveled,  long-legged  and  gasping  rocket,  Charlie  In- 
gram, shot  out  from  the  entrance  into  the  tennis  court  and 
rounded  a  group  of  chairs,  loping  along,  his  face  red,  his  eyes 
popping,  his  monocle  jumping  and  dancing  on  the  end  of 
its  ribbon.  "I  say — I  say— I  say,  Captain,"  he  shouted.  "Chap 
on  the  telephone  says  he  saw  it.  Young  ensign  .  .  .  Was  in 
an  airplane  over  the  island  .  .  .  Saw  the  girl  murdered  .  .  . 
Come  on.  He  wants  to  talk  to  you.  Says  a  woman  in  a  white 
dress  did  it." 


CHAPTER  13 


The  young  ensign's  story  was  perfectly  simple  and  straight- 
forward, too  simple  as  a  matter  of  fact,  and  too  straightfor- 
ward. As  Tim  Wales  said,  later,  he  saw  too  much  and  too 
little. 

But  it  sounded  true. 

He  came  at  once,  summoned  peremptorily  by  Captain 
Manson,  and  escorted  by  two  policemen  in  a  squad  car.  He 
arrived  within  fifteen  minutes.  Captain  Manson  made  no 
bones  about  letting  them  listen  to  the  whole  story;  but  then 
Charlie  Ingram  already  knew  it.  He  had  arrived  at  the  house, 
he  said,  as  the  telephone  rang.  No  one  seemed  to  be  about 
and  he  had  yielded,  as  one  does,  to  the  compulsion  of  a  tele- 
phone bell,  anywhere,  and  answered  it.  And  hurried  to  call 
the  police. 

"Says  he  saw  it,"  cried  Charlie.  "My  God!  Says  he  saw  it.** 

"Maybe  he  did,"  said  Tim,  drily.  "Maybe  he  didn't."  But  he 
was  nervous,  smoking  rapidly,  listening  for  the  police  car. 
Judith  was  there  too,  and  Winnie — who  had  changed  to  a 
pink,  tailored,  cotton  dress  and  combed  her  hair  into  a  roll 
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on  her  neck,  and  whose  eyes  sought  Marny 's  with  a  look  that 
was  pleading,  questioning  and  demanding  all  at  once. 

"Says  it  was  a  woman  in  a  white  dress,"  said  Charlie,  and 
then  gave  a  rather  panic-stricken  look  at  Marny  and  began  to 
polish  his  monocle  nervously. 

Probably  everyone  was  thinking  what  was  all  too  obvi- 
ously in  Charlie's  mind.  Judith  had  worn  black  the  night 
before;  Winnie  had  worn  blue;  Marny  alone  of  the  three 
women  had  worn  white. 

And  who  had  told  Manson  the  true  story  of  Marny' s  meet- 
ing with  Cecily? 

They  did  not  question  her  then.  There  was  no  chance  to 
talk  to  Captain  Manson  alone.  And  with  a  spattering  of 
gravel  the  police  car  arrived  and  the  young  ensign  appeared, 
bright-eyed  and  rather  white-faced,  saluted  snappily  when 
he  saw  Bill  Cameron,  gave  Judith  a  rather  long  and  definitely 
admiring  look  and  told  his  story. 

Told  it  briefly,  succinctly  and  apparently  with  frankness. 
His  name  was  Burke  Harcourt.  He  had  been  on  a  practice 
flight  over  the  island  the  night  before,  just  at  dusk.  It  was, 
however,  still  light  enough  to  see  the  layout  of  the  grounds 
very  clearly.  He  had  flown  rather  low;  idly  noting  the  tennis 
court  and  the  pool.  Nobody  had  been  in  the  pool  or,  in  fact, 
anywhere  about  the  house,  but  down  by  the  pier,  just  on  the 
east  side  of  the  bamboo  hedge,  there  had  been  two  women 
and  they  were  struggling. 

"Struggling?"  said  Captain  Manson. 
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"Well,"  Ensign  Harcourt  hesitated  uncomfortably,  "it 
looked  like  that,  sir.  I  mean,  well,  I  just  thought  it  was  a  joke 
or  something.  You  know.  Maybe  they  were — well,  a  little 
tight,  you  know.  And  one  of  them  fell  down." 

"Fell  down!  What  do  you  mean  exactly  ?" 

But  Ensign  Harcourt  didn't  know.  "You  go  awfully  fast 
in  a  plane,  you  know,  sir.  I  just  saw  that  and  wouldn't  have 
seen  it  at  all  if  I  hadn't  been  flying  pretty  low.  I  took  my  ship 
on  in  and  didn't  think  anything  more  about  it  till  I  saw  the 
papers  this  morning.  Then  I  realized  that  this  must  be 
Shadow  Island  and  I  asked  my  superior  officer  and  he  said 
I'd  better  let  you  know."  He  turned  his  cap  in  his  hands,  shot 
a  glance  at  Bill  Cameron  and  looked  embarrassed. 

"You  say  you  saw  one  of  the  women  fall?" 

The  boy  turned  rather  whiter  and  looked  steadily  at  Cap- 
tain Manson.  "Yes,  sir.  But  I  didn't  see  the  flash  of  a  gun.  I 
didn't  see  anything.  Except  one  of  the  women  was  smaller 
than  the  other,  I  thought.  The — the  one  that  fell  down,"  said 
the  boy,  and  this  time  dropped  his  glance  to  his  black  oxfords. 

Cecily,  of  course,  was  smaller  than  any  of  the  three  women. 
Judith  was  markedly  tall,  Winnie  as  tall  as  her  father,  Marny 
a  good  four  inches  taller  than  Cecily.  Tim  Wales  said,  "But 
look  here — but  look  here  .  .  ."  and  stopped. 

Captain  Manson  said,  "Was  there  anything  else  that  caught 
your  attention?  Anything  at  all?" 

"No.  That  is,  somebody  was  out  in  a  rowboat,  fishing,  I 
guess." 
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"Where  exactly?" 

"Off  toward  Miami  Beach.  Around  that  green  point  that 
looks  as  if  there  were  Australian  pines  on  it." 

Australian  pines  or  Casuarina  trees.  Captain  Manson  said,. 
"Who  was  rowing  the  boat?  A  man  or  a  woman?" 

"A  man.  Looked  rather  big.  He  was  alone."  The  boy 
twisted  his  cap  again.  "I  don't  think  he  could  have  seen  the 
women  at  the  pier.  The  trees  were  between  them.  He  was 
quite  a  distance  off  the  island,  really." 

"What  time  was  this?" 

"Well,  that — well,  you  see,  sir,  usually  we  check  in  right 
away  and  I  could  tell  you  almost  to  the  minute.  But  last  night, 
as  I  landed,  I  noticed  a  wobble  in  the  tail.  I  stopped  and 
talked  about  it  awhile  with  a  mechanic  and  we  looked  at  the 
thing.  By  the  time  I  checked  in  it  was  ten  after  eight." 

"What  is  your  impression  of  the  time  when  you  must  have 
flown  over  Shadow  Island  then?" 

"Well,  it  must  have  been  between  seven-thirty  and  eight. 
It  was  still  light  enough  to  see  what  I — what  I  told  you  about. 
Only  I  don't  think  she  was  shot  then.  I  think  I'd  have  seen 
that  and  I  think  I'd  have  seen  the  gun  flash.  I'm  not  sure,  of 
course.  Is  that  all,  sir?  I  have  a  class  .  .  ." 

"You  say  the  taller  woman  was  wearing  white?" 

"Oh,  yes,  sir.  I'm  sure  of  that.  Showed  up  clearly.  A  long 
skirt  like  a  dinner  dress.  It's  what  caught  my  eye." 

"Very  well.  Will  you  stand  up,  please,  Mrs.  Wales,  Miss 
Sanderson,  Miss  Wales.  .  .  .  Thank  you.  Now  then,  Mr. 
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Harcourt,"  he  cleared  his  throat,  "was  either  of  the  women 
you  saw,  one  of  these  ladies?  I'm  sorry  to  have  to  do  this  but 
remember  that  your  testimony  may  clear  innocent  people." 

That  was,  of  course,  to  disarm  the  young  ensign — and  to 
secure  his  honest  opinion. 

It  was  rather  horrible  standing  there,  like  prisoners,  wait- 
ing, while  the  boy's  embarrassed,  yet  very  keen  eyes  went 
from  Marny  to  Judith  (black  head  up,  graceful  body  erect 
and,  somehow,  defiant,  luminous  dark  eyes  meeting  the 
young  ensign's  boldly)  and  then  to  Winnie  who  looked 
frightened  as  Judith  did  not.  Her  square,  rather  stolid  jaws 
were  set.  There  were  two  spots  of  color  high  on  her  cheek- 
bones. She  stood  with  rigid  stillness  and  looked  indeed  rather 
as  she  looked  just  before  a  golf  or  tennis  match.  She  glanced 
at  Judith  and  at  her  father  and  would  not  meet  the  ensign's 
eyes  at  all. 

The  young  ensign  shook  his  head.  "I'm  sorry,  sir,  but  I 
didn't  see  either  woman  clearly  enough  to  identify  her." 

Judith  sat  down  and  lighted  a  cigarette  and  crossed  her 
knees.  Winnie  remained  standing,  her  face  still  rigid  and  ex- 
pressionless. Tim  got  out  his  handkerchief  and  wiped  his  face 
and  dropped  one  cigarette  and  lighted  another.  Charlie  In- 
gram said  audibly,  "Dear  me,  dear  me.  No  other  women  on 
the  island." 

"Somebody  could  have  come.  Somebody  could  have  come 
by  boat.  There  are  a  hundred  ways.  Some  woman  interested 
in  Andre  .  .  ."  began  Tim.  Captain  Manson  said  to  the  boy, 
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"Thank  you.  We  can  reach  you  later,  if  necessary.  I'll  have  to 
ask  you  to  let  the  police  car  take  you  to  the  morgue  in  order 
to  see  if  you  can  identify  Mrs.  Durant  as  one  of  the  women." 

The  boy  turned  still  whiter  and  seemed  about  to  expostu- 
late and  then  made  a  short  little  bow  in  the  direction  of 
Judith,  saluted  Bill  Cameron  again  and  went  away  with  the 
policemen  who  had  brought  him.  Manson  said,  "Did  any  of 
you  have  an  interview  of  any  kind  with  Cecily  Durant  near 
the  pier  at  about  that  time  last  night?" 

Judith  said,  "No,"  clearly  and  as  if  it  did  not  concern  her 
in  the  slightest  degree.  Winnie  said  "No,"  too.  Marny  opened 
her  lips  to  speak  and  Captain  Manson  said,  "I  want  to  talk  to 
you  alone  presently,  Miss  Sanderson.  Now  then — I  saw  the 
dresses  you  ladies  were  wearing  last  night.  I'd  like  to  know  if 
any  of  you  changed  between,  say,  seven-thirty  and  eight?" 

Again  Judith  spoke  clearly  and  promptly,  her  lashes  low- 
ered over  her  dark  eyes. 

"I've  told  you.  I  took  off  a  short  white  dress  and  put  on  a 
long  black  chififon  for  the  evening.  You  saw  it.  .  .  ." 

"Thank  you,  Mrs.  Wales." 

Winnie  said,  "I  changed  too.  We  all  changed.  I  put  on  a 
blue  dress,  the  one  I  was  wearing  when  the  murder — when 
you  came." 

"Miss  Sanderson,  I  believe,  was  wearing  white,"  said  Cap- 
tain Manson.  "Now  then,  if  you  don't  mind,  I'd  like  to  look 
in  your  wardrobes — dressing  rooms,  wherever  you  keep  your 
dresses.  Will  you  show  me,  Miss  Wales?" 
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They  disappeared  up  the  stairway  together,  Winnie  going 
ahead. 

Bill  Cameron  said,  "This  doesn't  really  count  as  evidence. 
It  is  too  vague.  Harcourt  doesn't  know  the  exact  time,  he 
didn't  see  a  gun  flash  or  even  get  the  idea  that  there  was  a 
gun."  Judith  said  coolly,  linking  her  hands  around  one  knee, 
"It  may  not  count  as  evidence,  but  I  think  he  saw  something." 

"Too  much  and  too  little,"  snapped  Tim,  then,  and  got  up 
nervously,  and  tramped  through  the  drawing  room  and  out 
onto  the  porch. 

And  Charlie  Ingram  said  rather  plaintively,  "I  say,  Judith, 
where's  this  fellow  Durant?  Did  they  arrest  him?  I  really 
think  he  did  it,  you  know.  Who  else?" 

"I  told  you,  Charlie,  he  couldn't  have.  He  was  with  me — at 
least  he  was  in  my  room  and  talking  to  me  through  the  door." 

"But  couldn't  he  have  stopped  talking  long  enough  to  sneak 
down  the  balcony  stairs  and  catch  up  with  the  girl  and  kill 
her  ?  Wouldn't  take  long,  you  know.  I  thought  of  that  during 
the  night.  Seems  to  me  very  possible."  He  stuck  his  monocle 
in  his  eye  and  looked  at  Judith  with  a  rather  self-congratula- 
tory air. 

Judith  said  coldly,  "Listen,  Charlie,  he  couldn't  have  mur- 
dered her.  I  tell  you  he  sat  there  and  smoked  and  talked — 
maybe  not  constantly,  but  there  was  never  a  long  enough 
pause  for  him  to  have  done  all  that — the  whole  time.  I  was 
dressing.  I  couldn't  see  him,  but  I  could  hear  him." 

"Now,  now,  Judith,  don't  get  worked  up  about  it.  I  .  .  . 
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See  here,  you  know,  my  dear,  no  matter  what  you  think  of 
the  fellow,  he's  not  worth  your  going  to  such  lengths  to  pro- 
tect him.  Andre  Durant,"  said  Charlie  so  earnestly  that  his 
monocle  fell  out  and  he  snatched  it  up  and  replaced  it,  "Andre 
Durant  is  a  rat.  Only  have  to  look  at  him  to  know  that.  Knew 
it  the  first  minute  I  saw  him.  Couldn't  see  why  you  kept  him 
around.  And  that  fellow  Laideau  is  a  thug  and  a  cut-throat 
if  ever  I  saw  one!" 

Unexpectedly  a  little  smile  touched  Judith's  heavily  painted 
mouth.  She  said  as  unexpectedly,  "Dear  Charlie,  he  may  be 
a  rat,  darling,  but  he  couldn't  have  murdered  Cecily." 

Charlie  Ingram  sighed.  And  Judith  added,  smoking, 
"Andre  always  sleeps  late.  Perhaps  I'd  better  call  him." 

She  got  up  with  the  utmost  composure  and  went  upstairs, 
moving  gracefully  in  her  white  silk  slacks,  the  beautiful  line 
of  her  hips  melting  into  her  small  waist,  her  black  head  held 
high.  Bill  Cameron  watched  her  go,  an  odd  expression  on  his 
face.  Charlie  sighed  again  and  polished  his  monocle.  "She'll 
bring  him  down,  just  as  if  nothing  had  happened,"  he  said 
gloomily.  "Want  to  bet  on  it?" 

Nobody  apparently  did;  but  before  Charlie  could  prove  his 
small  prophecy  Captain  Manson  and  Winnie  returned. 

Captain  Manson  spoke  to  Winnie  for  a  moment,  as  if  ask- 
ing directions,  and  then  asked  Marny  to  accompany  him  to 
the  small  study,  done  all  in  white  and  coral  and  rarely  if  ever 
used,  which  lay  back  of  the  coatroom  and  on  the  other  side 
of  the  stairs. 
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He  closed  the  door.  The  study  was  rather  dark  in  spite  of 
its  white  and  coral  decoration;  there  was  only  one  window 
and  it  was  overhung  with  vines.  He  told  her  to  sit  down  and 
sat  down  himself  opposite  her.  What  light  there  was  fell  on 
his  face  rather  than  her  own,  which  seemed  to  Marny 
wrong,  somehow,  and  not  like  the  third  degrees  she  had 
read  about. 

Neither  were  his  questions.  She  had  thought  it  would  be 
much  harder  to  talk  to  him  than  actually  it  was.  Although  of 
course  that  was  part  of  his  job,  to  win  your  confidence,  to 
lead  you  on  to  talk.  And  talk  and  talk  and  talk.  To  tell  him 
everything;  tell  him  about  Cecily  and  the  gun  and  everything 
she'd  said. 

"Had  you  talked  of  marriage?" 

"No.  He  ..."  A  queer  memory  returned  to  her;  she 
flushed  a  little,  she  could  feel  it  in  her  cheeks  for  now  she 
saw  the  meaning  of  something  that,  at  the  time  Andre  had 
spoken,  had  meant  nothing.  "He  said  he  asked  nothing  of 
me." 

The  detective  looked  at  the  vine  outside  the  window  for  a 
long  moment.  Then  he  said,  "That  is  a  good  line.  One  of  his 
stock  in  trade,  I  imagine.  Convincing  to  women,  yet  holding 
him  to  nothing.  If  what  I  think  is  true,  Miss  Sanderson,  you 
are  to  be  congratulated.  Cecily  Durant  was  not  so  fortunate." 

He  got  up  with  an  abrupt  motion,  and  began  to  walk  up 
and  down  the  little  room.  "I'm  going  to  be  honest  with  you, 
Miss  Sanderson.  I  think  you've  told  me  the  truth.  I  think 
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Andre  Durant  killed  his  wife.  Durant  or  Laideau  between 
them.  I'm  going  to  prove  it,  if  I  can.  It's  hard  even  now  to  get 
in  touch  with  people  who  can  give  you  complete  records  of 
anybody  living  outside  this  country.  But  he  has  apparently 
floated  around,  wherever  the  picking  was  good.  He  and 
Laideau.  I  telephoned  to  the  police  in  Jamaica;  he  seems  to 
have  married  this  girl  after  only  a  short  acquaintance.  The 
pity  is  that  she  was  held  by  him  as  by  a  spell.  With  time  and 
luck  I  can  get  a  complete  record  of  his  activities.  I  imagine, 
however,  he's  managed  either  to  stay  within  the  law  or  prey 
on  some  woman  who  couldn't  fight  back.  Now,  then,  tell  me 
again,  Miss  Sanderson,  everything." 

She  went  through  the  whole  story  again.  This  time  when 
she'd  finished  he  asked  questions.  What  time  had  it  been 
when  Cecily  came?  What  time  had  it  been  when  she  left? 
Was  she  sure  that  the  boat  had  returned  or  had  she  only 
thought  she'd  heard  the  oars  ?  What  kind  of  gun  was  it  ?  Oh, 
she  didn't  know.  Couldn't  anyone  else  have  taken  it  from  her 
room  while  she  was  talking  to  Commander  Cameron?  Oh, 
someone  could.  Did  she  think  Cecily  really  meant  murder, 
or  did  she  think  she  was  merely  hysterical  ? 

"Hysterical,"  said  Marny.  "She'd  been  talking  to  him,  she 
said.  He  was  everything  to  her,  life  and"— she  stopped,  but 
Captain  Manson  finished  it  grimly — "and  death.  Yes,  death. 
So  far  as  I  can  discover  up  to  now  she  had  no  friends,  no 
other  contacts  whatever,  except  through  him.  Well,  you  did 
right  to  tell  me  about  their  efforts  to  blackmail  you,  Miss 
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Sanderson.  I'd  like  you  to  go  into  court  with  a  charge  against 
them.  Well,  we  don't  consider  that,  just  now.  Who  knew  of 
Cecily's  visit  to  you?" 

"Andre,  as  I  told  you.  Laideau.  Commander  Cameron.** 

"Anyone  else?" 

"No."  She  added  suddenly,  "How  did  you  know?  Who 
told  you?" 

He  replied  promptly,  almost  as  if  she  had  a  right  to  ask  it. 
"Charlie  Ingram.  He  came  down  to  the  pier  where  I  was 
watching  them  hunt  for  the  gun.  He  told  me." 

"Charlie  Ingram!  How  did  he  \now?" 

All  at  once  something  changed  in  the  little  room.  It  was 
almost  tangible,  almost  something  she  could  touch  with  her 
fingers,  yet  could  not  identify.  It  had  something  to  do  with 
Captain  Manson.  She  knew  that,  but  there  was  no  perceptible 
change  in  him.  He  said,  "That's  all  now,  Miss  Sanderson. 
I  told  you  I'd  be  honest  with  you.  I'm  a  fair  man.  I  do  not 
intend  to  give  your  story  to  the  newspapers.  Murder  sticks  to 
people.  But  I  have  to  say,  too,  that  if  I  can  satisfactorily  prove 
that  Durant  and  Laideau  did  not  murder  Cecily  Durant,  then 
— well,  you  did  wear  white  last  night.  And  neither  Miss 
Wales  nor  Mrs.  Wales  has  a  white  dinner  dress.  And  with  this 
story  you  could  plead  self-defense.  If  the  gun,  when  we  find 
it,  was  one  we  can  trace  to  Cecily  Durant.  And  .  .  ."  Some- 
one knocked  at  the  door  and  he  went  to  open  it.  A  policeman 
stood  there;  he  looked  excited  and  came  in  quickly.  He  did 
not  appear  to  notice  Marny.  He  cried,  "Look,  it  was  in  the 
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water.  Not  far  from  the  pier.  We  found  it  while  we  were 
trying  to  find  the  gun.  .  .  ." 

He  held  it  in  his  hand  and  Marny  could  see  it  and  it  was 
Andre's  gold  cigarette  case  with  the  sardonyx  showing  only 
dimly  through  clots  of  mud  and  sand. 


CHAPTER  14 


They  called  Andre. 

He  came  downstairs,  his  handsome  face  a  mask,  his  curly 
black  head  high,  looking  coolly  with  those  blank  eyes  at 
everyone  and  no  one. 

Marny  saw  him  come  and  turned  quickly  away,  into  the 
drawing  room. 

He  remained  in  the  white  and  coral  study  with  Manson 
and  another  detective  for  two  hours.  Some  time  during  that 
time  they  sent  for  Laideau.  He  appeared  from  somewhere  on 
the  island  in  the  company  of  a  policeman,  and  disappeared 
also  into  the  small  study. 

It  was  a  strange  and  an  ominous  day. 

A  day  that  actually  existed  in  two  layers — one  the  outward, 
visible  layer,  the  surface  of  facts  as  Marny  knew  them,  and 
the  other  a  hidden,  secret  layer,  composed,  really,  of  many 
layers.  As  many  layers  as  there  were  people  on  the  island, 
active  and  intent  upon  their  secret  and,  in  at  least  one  case, 
rather  desperate  activities. 

The  outward  facts  were  few,  and  while  specific  enough, 
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did  not  reveal  much  of  the  progress  of  the  police  inquiry — 
if  progress  there  was. 

Their  fingerprints  were  recorded,  separately.  It  was  a  rather 
gruesome  little  ceremony,  taking  place  in  the  washroom  of! 
the  hall  with  an  obliging  policeman  standing  by  with  a  towel 
dipped  in  cleaning  fluid  which  removed  the  ink  from  their 
finger  tips.  Andre  and  Laideau  emerged  eventually  from  the 
study  and  disappeared  but  were  not  placed  under  arrest. 
They  did  not,  however,  appear  to  make  any  move  to  leave 
the  island  and  Tim  did  not,  so  far  as  Marny  knew,  ask  them 
to  do  so.  Policemen  came  and  went.  Judith  sat  on  the  porch 
and  did  nothing.  Winnie  sat  on  the  porch  and  knitted  a 
sweater.  Tim  fretted,  and  pounced,  disappeared  on  mysteri- 
ous errands  and  returned,  smoked  incessantly,  and  talked 
several  times  over  the  telephone  to  the  New  York  office.  Char- 
lie Ingram  stayed  on,  prowling  restlessly  about  the  grounds, 
watching  the  men  at  the  pier,  coming  back  again  to  report 
that  they  had  found  nothing. 

For  all  that  day  men  searched  the  island  and  the  house  and 
particularly  the  shallow  water  near  the  pier,  rowing  about  in 
short  circles,  holding  a  kind  of  box  with  a  glass  bottom  out 
over  the  edge  of  the  boat  and  staring  down  through  it.  But 
no  gun  was  found. 

It  began  to  seem  a  very  important  piece  of  evidence;  no 
secret  was  made  of  that. 

Captain  Manson,  returning  to  the  island  after  radier  a  long 
absence,  talked  to  them  with  apparent  frankness  about  it. 
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"They've  extracted  the  bullet  that  killed  her,"  he  said.  "We've 
got  to  find  the  gun." 

"Fm  afraid  of  them,"  said  Tim  Wales  with  a  shrug.  "Too 
many  accidents  happen  with  guns.  I  dbn't  like  them." 

"And  never  had  one?"  asked  Captain  Manson. 

"And  never  had  one,"  said  Tim  definitely.  "Neither  had 
Judith  or  Winnie.  They  know  how  I  feel  about  them.  Any- 
way a  gun's  no  good.  If  you're  going  to  be  robbed,  go  ahead 
and  be  robbed,  and  let  the  insurance  company  pay  your  losses. 
Don't  invite  trouble  by  waving  a  gun  around." 

Charlie  Ingram  said  rather  nervously  that  he  had  had  sev- 
eral guns  for  years  and  still  had  them.  "They  are  in  my  study, 
over  on  Silver  Point.  You  can  see  them.  They  were  still  there 
this  morning.  I  checked  it.  Just  to  be — well,  just  to  be  sure.  Be- 
cause the  girl  was  shot,  you  know,"  he  added,  as  if  it  were 
news. 

"What  about  Andre  Durant  ? "  said  Tim,  an  ugly  gleam  in 
his  eyes.  "What  about  Laideau?" 

Captain  Manson  looked  over  Marny's  head.  "Durant  says 
he  had  no  gun.  So  far  we've  found  no  proof  to  the  contrary. 
Laideau  says  he  had  a  gun,  but  he  believes  that  Cecily  may 
have" — he  hesitated  and  said — "may  have  taken  it.  Certainly 
it  was  not  in  his  room  at  the  Villa  Nova.  And  it  was  not  in 
Cecily  Durant's  room,  in  the  same  hotel." 

"See,"  said  Tim.  "She  must  have  thought  of  suicide!  That 
proves  it." 

Again  Captain  Manson  rather  ostentatiously  did  not  look 
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at  Marny.  "I  don't  think  that  was  why  she  took  his  gun,"  he 
said  quietly. 

Tim  was  still  excited  and  rather  triumphant.  "If  the  girl 
had  a  gun,  and  you  can  prove  it,  it  puts  the  whole  thing  in  a 
different  light,"  he  cried. 

"I'm  not  so  sure,"  said  Captain  Manson,  and  went  away. 
But  at  least,  thought  Marny,  he  had  not  told  them  about 
Cecily's  visit  to  her;  for  that  she  could  be  grateful. 

And  rather  oddly  Charlie  Ingram  had  not  told  them.  How 
had  he  known  ?  There  was  no  chance  to  ask  him.  Even  if  she 
had  chosen  to  do  so,  point-blank,  and  risk  Charlie's  bland, 
blank  evasion.  She  had  never  known  Charlie  Ingram  well. 
He  had  been  merely  a  figure  of  the  Shadow  Island  scene, 
pleasant,  rather  neutral,  interested  in  tennis  and  fishing,  a 
squire  for  Judith  and  Winnie. 

There  was  no  chance,  either,  to  talk  alone  to  Bill  Cameron. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  men  were  still  rowing  about  the  pier, 
slowly  and  somehow  inexorably,  as  if  they  were  to  be  a  per- 
manent part  of  the  landscape.  If  the  police  considered  Andre's 
cigarette  case  evidence  against  him  then  it  was  by  no  means 
conclusive  evidence,  for  Captain  Manson  went  away  again, 
still  without  making  an  arrest. 

Laideau  made  no  effort  to  seek  her  out  and  demand  a  deci- 
sion. 

But,  after  Manson  had  gone,  Winnie  did.  It  was  Winnie 
who,  all  that  queer,  hot  day  with  its  sense  of  waiting,  and 
brooding  quiet,  and  stillness,  somehow  managed  to  keep  the 
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routine  of  the  house  running  almost  as  usual.  Meals  were 
served;  telephone  calls  were  answered;  messages  were  re- 
ceived and  sent.  She  came  out  on  the  porch,  looking  hot  and 
tired.  "Rilly's  been  difficult,"  she  said.  "They  want  to  quit, 
both  Rilly  and  his  wife.  I  told  them  the  police  would  make 
them  stay,  so  they  may  as  well  work  and  draw  wages.  I  don't 
suppose  it's  true,  though."  She  sighed  and  pushed  back  her 
hair  and  said  to  Marny,  "I  want  to  get  out  of  the  house.  Let's 
walk  around  a  bit.  .  .  .  Will  you,  Marny?" 

Winnie  was  never  subtle.  Any  of  them  might  have  guessed 
that  she  wanted  to  talk  to  Marny  alone.  Only  Bill  Cameron 
looked  up,  however,  and  made  a  half  motion  as  if  he  thought 
of  going  with  them;  he  sat  back,  though,  deliberately.  Marny 
rose  and  went  along,  strolling  with  Winnie  across  the  narrow 
strip  of  lawn,  around  the  house,  down  toward  the  swimming 
pool.  Andre  and  Laideau  were  there. 

Andre,  in  swimming  trunks,  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  pool 
with  his  legs  in  the  water  and  his  handsome  black  head  sunk 
in  his  hands.  Laideau  lay  at  full  length  on  the  grass,  staring 
up  at  the  sky.  He  still  wore  the  white  sports  shirt  and  rather 
soiled  white  slacks  he  had  worn  the  previous  night.  Neither 
of  them  were  speaking  yet  there  was  about  them  a  curious  air 
of  communication,  of  shared  speech  and  thought. 

Winnie  drew  back.  "Not  here,"  she  said,  and  pulled  Marny 
back  through  the  opening  in  the  brilliant  red  and  green  hibis- 
cus hedge.  And,  once  they  were  well  away  from  the  pool, 
apologized. 
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"I  was  wrong  this  morning,  Marny.  I'm  sorry  I  talked  as  I 
did.  Trying  to  get  you  to  tell  Father  that  Andre  was  in  love 
with  you,  I  mean.  You  didn't  do  it,  did  you?" 

"No." 

"It  was  a  silly  idea.  But  you  see  I'd  found — that — and  I 
couldn't  sleep  all  night  for  worrying  about  it.  You  didn't  tell 
the  police  about  it,  did  you?" 

"What  good  would  it  have  done  to  tell  theml  You  said 
you'd  deny  it." 

"Yes,"  said  Winnie.  "I  would.  But  if  somebody  is  arrested 
and  charged  with  murder,  I'll  tell  about  it.  I  promise  you  that. 
I  hadn't  thought  of  it,  that  way,  somehow." 

"Where  did  you  find  the  handkerchief,  Winnie?" 

But  she  was  still  stubborn.  It  was  in  her  eyes  before 
she  spoke.  "No,  I  won't  tell,"  she  said.  "I  can't.  Not 
even  you." 

Nor  Manson.  Marny  knew  that.  There  was  never  any  use 
in  trying  to  influence  Tim  when  he  looked  as  Winnie  looked 
just  then.  And  the  story  of  a  non-existent,  bloody  handker- 
chief was  not  going  to  help  her  own  case,  but  the  contrary. 

They  walked  slowly  back  to  the  house.  The  sky  was  as 
quiet  as  it  had  been  in  the  morning.  The  bay  was  glassy  and 
sleek.  There  was  no  breath  of  air  and  it  was  still  in  no  sense 
overcast  and  threatening.  It  was  merely  terribly  quiet. 

And  still  Laideau  did  not  come  to  Marny. 

It  was  one  of  the  strangest  things  in  that  strange  and  night- 
marish day.  Every  time  anyone  spoke  to  her,  every  shift  in 
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any  group,  at  every  moment  and  every  instant  she  expected 
Laideau  to  make  an  attempt  to  see  her  and  he  did  not.  Yet 
perhaps  Manson  had  told  Andre  that  there  was  to  be  no  black- 
mail; that  she  had  already  told  him  the  story  of  Cecily's  visit 
and  the  gun. 

When  Marny  and  Winnie  reached  the  porch  again  every- 
body was  having  cocktails  and  listening  to  the  radio  from 
the  drawing  room,  turned  on  very  loud,  just  as  if  it  were  any 
day. 

That,  of  course,  was  Judith's  doing. 

Judith  who  wouldn't  admit  a  toothache  if  she  could  help 
it,  Judith  who  liked  the  pleasant  things  of  life  and  simply 
wouldn't  accept  anything  else. 

The  storm  center,  said  the  voice  over  the  radio,  was  between 
Bermuda  and  Nassau,  moving  due  west  at  an  estimated  rate 
of  twenty-five  miles  an  hour. 

"Better  get  the  shutters  up,"  said  Tim,  smoking  with  nerv- 
ous, rapid  puffs.  "Better  move  to  a  hotel." 

"It'll  turn  north,"  said  Judith.  "It  almost  always  does." 

Charlie  Ingram  turned  his  glass  meditatively  in  his  hands. 
"I'll  have  my  boat  tied  up,  just  the  same." 

"A  good  dance  band  comes  on  after  the  news,"  said  Judith. 

The  news,  however,  was  not  finished.  The  murder  on 
Shadow  Island,  luxurious  home  of  Tim  Wales,  president  of 
the  Wales  Airlines,  came  next.  Mrs.  Wales,  prominent  in 
society.  Miss  Wales,  well  known,  too,  and  winner  of  last 
week's  tennis  tournament.  Cecily  Durant,  wife  of  one  of  the 
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Wales'  guests,  Andre  Durant — shot  in  the  back.  No  gun 
found.  Brutal  and  revolting  murder.  Police  dragnet  thrown 
out.  According  to  rumor,  a  startling  arrest  was  to  be  made 
within  the  next  twenty-four  hours. 

Judith  got  up  at  that,  went  into  the  house  and  snapped  oflE 
the  radio. 

Charlie  Ingram  said  thoughtfully,  "It's  queer.  I  always 
thought  the  people  directly  concerned  in  a  murder  case  knew 
all  about  it.  I  don't  know  a  damned  thing.  Who  do  you  sup- 
pose they're  going  to  arrest?" 

"Andre,  I  hope,"  said  Tim  Wales.  "He  did  it.  He  and 
Laideau." 

Judith  returned. 

The  men  in  rowboats  off  the  pier,  having  apparently  added 
themselves  inexorably  and  permanently  to  the  spot,  suddenly 
rowed  in,  tied  their  two  boats  and  departed  by  way  of  a  police 
car.  No  one  spoke  until  the  sound  of  the  car  died  away.  Then 
Judith  said  restively  that  there  was  a  dance  at  the  Bath  Club 
that  night  and  she'd  like  to  go,  and  Tim  said  angrily  that  it 
might  be  nice,  too,  if  she  made  the  rounds  of  the  night  clubs. 
"Nice  for  the  papers!  Swell!  Go  right  ahead!" 

Bill  Cameron  got  up.  "Can  I  borrow  a  car,  Mr.  Wales  ?  I'd 
like  to  get  my  duffle  from  the  hotel.  That  is,  if  I'm  still  invited 
to  stay  ..." 

Tim  shifted  his  omnipresent  cigarette  from  his  mouth  to 
his  fingers.  "It's  like  an  invitation  to  a  pest  house,"  he  said. 
"But  if  you  can  put  up  with  us,  stay." 
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Bill  said,  "Thanks,  then  I  will.  How  about  coming  along 
with  me,  anybody  ?  Do  you  good." 

He  looked  at  Judith  and  Winnie.  Judith  shook  her  head. 
"But  get  all  the  newspapers  you  can,  will  you?"  she  said. 
"New  York  papers,  too."  Winnie  looked  uncertain.  "I'd  like 
to.  It's  so  horrid.  Waiting  around  like  this.  Not  knowing  what 
the  police  are  doing  or — or  anything  except  what  we  hear 
over  the  radio." 

Tim  said,  "Don't  be  a  fool.  Some  idiot  reporter'd  spot  you 
the  minute  you  got  off  the  causeway.  You're  both  too  well 
known  around  here.  Seclusion  is  the  thing.  Stay  put.  Marny 
might  go  with  you,  Bill.  Nobody '11  know  her." 

Bill  Cameron  said  briskly,  "Fine.  Let's  go  right  along." 

Charlie  Ingram  rose.  "I'll  be  getting  along,  too.  Walked 
over.  You  can  give  me  a  ride,  Commander."  He  took  Judith's 
hand.  "Didn't  get  much  sleep  last  night.  None  of  us  did.  I'll 
turn  in  early  tonight.  Just  thought  I'd  come  around.  Rally, 
and  all  that,  you  know.  Not  that  I'm  doing  any  good." 

"You're  a  darling,  Charlie,"  said  Judith. 

"There's  gasoline  in  my  car,"  said  Winnie.  "Charlie  will 
show  you." 

"Will  the  police  let  you  go?"  Tim  asked  Bill  Cameron. 

"We'll  soon  find  out,"  he  said,  and  Charlie  led  them  to  the 
white,  vine-hung  garage.  They  took  Winnie's  small  gray 
coupe,  and  all  three  sat  in  the  front  seat  together.  At  the  gate 
Edward,  the  chauffeur,  sitting  morosely  on  a  bench,  merely 
glanced  up  as  they  passed.  Three  policemen  were  there.  They 
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did  not  stop  the  car  but  one  of  them  followed  in  a  moment, 
on  a  motorcycle.  Charlie  observed  it  cheerfully.  "Fellow 
seems  to  be  taking  a  sporting  interest,"  he  said.  "He'll  chase 
you  all  over  the  beach.  I'd  go  along  for  the  fun  but  I'm  tired." 
He  yawned  and  his  monocle  dropped  out.  "Let  me  of?  at  the 
entrance  to  the  next  island,  old  chap.  I'll  walk  to  the  house. 
It's  only  a  small  place,  Silver  Point.  Nothing  like  Tim's  place. 
Here  we  are  .  .  ." 

They  stopped  at  a  narrow  road  leading  from  the  causeway 
to  another  island,  very  small  and  masked  with  Casuarinas  so 
the  house  was  not  visible  from  the  entrance.  Charlie  Ingram 
waved  and  nodded  and  started  down  the  narrow  road. 

Bill  Cameron  let  in  the  gear,  peered  into  the  mirror  and 
started  on.  "The  Wales  family  are  now  having  a  heart-to- 
heart  conversation.  And  our  policeman  is  sticking  right  with 
us.  Now  then — I  thought  I'd  never  get  you  alone.  Tell  me  all 
about  what  Manson  said." 

She  told  him.  They  crossed  Indian  Creek  and  turned  on 
Collins  Avenue.  Houses,  walled,  and  laden  with  vines;  bril- 
liant hibiscus,  bougainvillaea  and  pepper  trees  lined  the  wide 
street.  The  water  on  Indian  Creek  was  as  still  and  gray  and 
even  flatter  than  the  bay.  Occasionally,  between  houses,  there 
were  glimpses  of  the  ocean,  flat  and  gray  too,  with  the  surf 
remarkably  even  and  breaking  very  slowly  and  heavily.  As 
they  neared  the  section  of  hotels  Bill  slowed  down  and  the 
policeman  behind  them  slowed  down,  too. 

"Manson's  okay,"  he  said  thoughtfully,  but  frowned  a  little 
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too.  "Well,  tomorrow's  another  day.  Let's  have  dinner  some- 
where. It's  early,  but  I  can't  take  another  meal  today  at  the 
Wales  place.  I  don't  like  the  island.  I  don't  like  the  house. 
And  I  think  we're  going  to  get  the  hurricane,  sure  as  hell." 
He  leaned  out  and  waved  his  hand  at  the  following  police- 
man, as  they  turned  on  Lincoln  Road.  "This  way,  buddy," 
he  called. 

But  over  the  small  table,  a  few  minutes  later,  they  talked. 

Rather  guardedly,  as  there  were  tables  near  them,  but  the 
dance  band  muffled  their  words  somewhat  in  music.  The 
place  was  crowded.  It  was  attractive,  large,  cool  and  gay,  with 
murals  which  were  large  aerial  photographs  of  various  cities, 
and  a  long  bar  at  one  end  from  which  the  policeman  surveyed 
them,  and  where  eventually  he  enjoyed  a  meal  himself. 

"The  cigarette  case  is  news  to  me,"  said  Bill.  "I'd  like  to 
know  what  they  made  of  it,  finally.  Well,  there's  one  thing 
certain.  They  won't  arrest  you  until  they  have  satisfactorily 
proved  that  Andre  didn't  kill  her.  The  cigarette  case  was  a 
break  in  a  way,  but  it  doesn't  really  prove  anything  as  long  as 
Judith  sticks  to  her  story." 

"You  feel  sure  that  Andre  did  it?" 

He  shrugged.  "Andre  or  Laideau.  But  the  police  are  not 
going  to  do  anything  too  quickly — anything  that  might  make 
monkeys  of  them  later.  It  all  takes  time.  There  are  some  funny 
angles,  though." 

He  frowned,  tracing  circles  on  the  tablecloth  with  his  fork. 
"How  did  Charlie  Ingram  know  Cecily  had  seen  you?  I  was 
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sitting  on  the  porch  when  she  left.  Charlie  Ingram  definitely 
was  not  there,  then.  He  might  have  come  quietly  into  the 
room  ofT  the  porch  while  you  and  I  were  talking  and  over- 
heard us.  I  didn't  see  him,  but  I  stayed  on  the  porch  for 
a  while  after  you  went  back  to  your  room.  It  was  at  least 
twenty  minutes  before  I  went  into  the  drawing  room.  Judith 
and  Andre  came  in  and  then  Ingram  and  Tim  Wales  and 
Winnie.  I  was  introduced  to  Tim,  so  I  wasn't  paying  much 
attention  to  anything  else.  But  Ingram  wasn't  in  the  drawing 
room  when  I  entered  it.  So  if  he  didn't  see  Cecily  leave,  and 
see  you  follow  her  down  the  steps  somebody  must  have  told 
him.  And  if,  say,  Judith  told  him,  how  did  she  know?  Did 
Cecily,  for  instance,  tell  her?  And  if  so,  when?  I  don't  like 
this  business  of  a  woman  in  a  white  dress,  either.  Our  young 
ensign  saw  a  lot,  considering  the  short  time  it  took  him  to  pass 
the  island;  but  I'm  sure  he  was  sincere  about  it.  However, 
when  I  got  to  figuring  the  time  it  takes  to  approach  and  pass 
any  given  point,  I  decided  he  could  have  seen  just  what  he 
says  he  saw.  But  it  was  still  fairly  light.  And  if  he  saw  all 
that,  I  think  he'd  have  seen  the  gun.  If,  that  is,  it  was  then 
that  Cecily  was  shot.  So  maybe  Cecily  was  then  talking  to 
somebody  else,  in  a  white  dinner  dress." 

"A  dress  can  be  destroyed  quickly  and  thoroughly."  He 
thought  for  a  moment.  "JucUtli  wore  black  later,  but  she 
could  have  changed  after  meeting  Cecily.  The  time  is  obscure 
and  a  few  minutes  one  way  or  the  other  would  make  a  great 
difference.  Winnie  wore  blue,  but  she  could  have  changed 
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too.  And  of  course" — he  signaled  to  the  waiter  to  bring  the 
next  course — "it  may  not  have  been  a  woman  at  all.  It's  an 
easy  disguise.  At  night  and  at  a  distance." 

Andre!  Laideau!  Andre  had  the  run  of  the  house  and  knew 
the  place.  He  could  have  taken  a  white  dress  from  Judith's 
or  Winnie's  wardrobe  and  later  destroyed  or  hidden  it. 

Bill  said,  watching  her,  "Of  course,  whoever  owned  the 
dress,  knows  it's  gone  and  is  protecting  Andre  by  not  telling 
it.  Don't  look  at  me  as  if  I'd  discovered  a  gold  mine.  It  doesn't 
get  us  anywhere.  It's  merely  an  idea.  Now  then — oh,  hell." 
He  got  up  abruptly.  "Let's  dance." 

They  did,  quite  as  if  murder  did  not  exist  and  had  not 
touched  them  with  chill,  inexorable  fingers. 

Bill  Cameron  danced  well.  He  was  light  on  his  feet,  extraor- 
dinarily light  for  so  big  a  man.  He  knew  just  where  he  was 
going  and  when.  For  a  moment  the  rhythm,  the  music,  the 
pressure  of  his  arm  made  a  tight,  invulnerable  world.  While 
they  were  dancing  a  rather  odd  thing  occurred.  The  master  of 
ceremonies  said  something  Marny  did  not  hear  and  suddenly 
the  lights  went  out  except  for  spotlights,  roving  in  graceful 
arcs  of  light  over  the  restaurant  and  over  the  dancers,  and 
someone  bumped  against  them.  It  was  only  one  of  the  small 
collisions  that  happen  on  a  crowded  dance  floor,  but  she  lost 
her  balance  momentarily  and  Bill  Cameron  caught  her. 
Caught  her  and  then  held  her  for  a  moment,  rather  tight  and 
hard  against  him,  so,  somehow,  her  cheek  was  pressed  against 
his  own. 
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It  was  the  way  he  had  held  her  when  he  kissed  her.  Only 
it  wasn't  Bill  who  had  held  her  and  \issed  her! 

That,  incredibly,  had  been  Andre — yet  it  did  not  seem  as 
if  it  had  been  Andre  at  all. 

Bill  Cameron  had  scarcely  so  much  as  touched  her  hand. 
It  was  contradictory;  it  was  all  wrong.  Yet  the  warm,  hard 
pressure  of  his  cheek  seemed  extraordinarily  familiar.  As  if 
she  had  known  it,  some  time,  somewhere,  before.  And  as  if 
she  had  liked  it! 

He  moved  his  head  away.  "On  your  feet?"  he  asked  rather 
brusquely,  and  they  began  to  dance  again,  but  this  time,  it 
seemed  to  her,  with  a  certain  self-conscious  formality.  They 
went  around  the  dance  floor  once  and  then  back  to  their  table 
as  the  lights  went  up. 

Through  the  rest  of  the  dinner,  through  cofTee  and  ciga- 
rettes, he  talked  of  impersonal  things  and  looked  at  her  with 
friendly  but  impersonal  eyes,  and  when  they'd  finished,  did 
not  linger  but  asked  promptly  for  the  check.  They  picked  up 
the  policeman  at  the  car. 

But  they  did  not  immediately  go  back  to  Shadow 
Island. 

Instead,  with  the  policeman  coming  along  behind  them, 
they  drove  back  along  Collins  Avenue  and  eventually  parked 
the  car,  before  a  hotel.  "I'll  get  my  stufT.  Then  let's  have  a 
drink  and  watch  the  sea  for  a  while,"  said  Bill. 

That,  too,  was  normal,  everyday,  as  if  they  had  escaped  a 
world  where  everything  was  awry  and  out  of  focus  and  terri- 
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bly,  horribly  wrong.  The  people  about  the  lobby  looked  gay 
and  normal  and  pleasantly  matter-of-fact. 

They  sat  in  deep  chairs  above  a  strip  of  sand  and  watched 
the  black  ocean  roll  in  and  break  in  long  creamy  lines  of  white 
surf. 

A  radio  was  going  somewhere  in  the  lounge  behind  them; 
they  could  hear  occasional  words. 

"Hurricane's  still  heading  this  way,"  said  Bill.  "Cigarette?" 
He  lighted  it  for  her.  "It's  queer  how  the  surf  is  breaking. 
Looks,  somehow,  so  slow.  As  if  it  knew  it  could  afford  to  take 
its  time.  If  the  big  blow  comes,  you  know,  we'd  better  get  to 
a  hotel  quick.  Manson  won't  stop  us.  He's  a  good  guy."  He 
paused  and  watched  a  long,  white  ridge  roll  in  and  break,  and 
added,  rather  somberly,  "Except  maybe  he's  too  good." 

"Too  good?" 

"He'll  do  what  he  thinks  is  right,  come  hell  or  high  water," 
said  Bill  Cameron.  "I  wish  to  God  you  were  out  of  this 
thing."  He  got  up.  "Forget  I  said  that.  You  didn't  murder 
her  and  there  must  be  ways  of  proving  it.  Tomorrow,  if  you 
want  me  to,  I'll  talk  to  Mr.  Wales  about  a  lawyer  for  you. 
Not  that  I  think  you'll  need  one.  But  it's  sensible.  Unless 
you'd  rather  talk  to  Wales  yourself." 

She  remembered  suddenly  that  Tim  had  called  him  "Bill." 
She  said,  "You  talked  to  Tim  today,  didn't  you?" 

"Some,"  said  Bill  Cameron.  "But  not  about  you."  He  put 
down  his  hand  for  her.  "We'd  better  be  getting  back.  I  don't 
know  how  much  good  a  lawyer  would  do  just  now.  Merely 
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getting  one  is  an  admission  of  fear,  so  in  that  way  it's  not  a 
good  move.  The  fact  is,"  said  Bill  soberly,  staring  out  toward 
black  ocean  and  black  sky,  invisibly  blending  somewhere, 
impenetrable  and  somehow  ominous,  "the  fact  is  unless  they 
definitely  remove  Andre  from  the  suspects,  you  are  safe. 
Andre's  their  pick.  So  .  .  ."  he  gave  her  hand  a  quick  but 
very  impersonal  pat,  and  they  went  back  to  the  car  and  a 
yawning  policeman. 

Even  now,  however,  they  did  not  go  directly  to  Shadow 
Island.  They  went  instead  to  Charlie  Ingram's  house. 

"I'm  going  to  ask  him  point-blank  who  told  him  that  Cecily 
had  come  to  you,"  said  Bill  and  stopped  the  little  coupe,  with 
a  spattering  of  gravel,  in  front  of  a  low  white  house 
which  loomed  up  in  the  car  lights  beyond  thick,  shadowy 
foliage. 

But  Charlie  was  not  at  home.  At  least  he  didn't  answer  the 
bell  and  there  were  no  lights  anywhere  in  the  house.  Eventu- 
ally they  gave  up,  backed  cautiously  around  and,  still  fol- 
lowed by  the  policeman  whose  motorcycle  engine  woke  the 
still  and  black  night,  continued  along  the  causeway  back  to 
Shadow  Island. 

At  the  gate,  which  was  lighted,  Edward  gave  them  a  sleepy 
nod,  and  the  two  policemen  stopped  them,  peered  into  the 
rumble  seat  and  then  let  them  go  on.  The  third  policeman  left 
them  there,  leaving  his  motorcycle  against  the  gatepost.  The 
sweeping  lights  of  the  car  glanced  this  way  and  that  upon 
the  green  banks  that  lined  the  driveway.  Bill  let  her  out  at 
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the  front  door.  "I'll  put  the  car  away.  Go  on  in;  don't  wait 
for  me." 

She  crossed  the  gravel  as  he  turned  the  car  toward  the 
garage.  The  engine  sounded  loud  in  the  stillness.  The  car 
lights  shot  ahead  and  disappeared  around  the  corner  of  the 
house  as  she  put  her  hand  on  the  latch. 

The  door,  however,  was  locked. 

She  tried  it  and  tried  it  again,  and  started  to  ring  the  bell 
and  stopped.  The  house  was  perfectly  still.  Off  somewhere, 
seeming  very  far  away  now,  the  car  engine  was  turned  off, 
so  Bill  had  reached  the  garage. 

Everybody  must  have  gone  to  bed  early,  and  comprehensi- 
bly, considering  the  wakeful  hours  of  the  previous  night. 
Obviously  Rilly  or  someone,  forgetting  or  not  knowing  that 
she  and  Bill  were  out,  had  locked  the  door. 

She'd  wait  for  Bill. 

But  Bill  did  not  come. 

Minutes  passed.  There  was  not  a  sound  anywhere.  The  gate 
and  its  lights  were  far  down  the  driveway  and  hidden  by 
foliage.  There  was  not  a  star  in  the  sky.  She  listened  for  Bill's, 
footsteps;  suddenly  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  had  waited  a 
long  time.  She  left  the  step  and  walked  slowly  in  the  direction 
of  the  garage,  expecting  Bill's  figure  or  the  crunching  sound 
of  his  footsteps  at  any  instant. 

But  she  reached  the  garage  and  it  showed  vaguely  light  in 
the  darkness,  and  the  doors  were  closed  and  Bill  was  not  there. 

Had  she  missed  him  somehow,  in  the  thick,  hot  darkness  ? 
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But  surely  she'd  have  heard  his  footsteps  on  the  gravel.  She 
went  back  along  the  driveway,  her  own  footsteps  making 
small  sounds  which  seemed  somehow  furtive  and  yet  too 
loud.  She  reached  the  front  entrance  and  the  steps  which 
showed  dimly  white  and  still.  Bill  was  not  there. 

There  was  nothing  to  do  but  ring.  She  put  her  thumb  on 
the  bell  and,  as  she  touched  it,  before  she  actually  rang  it,  she 
remembered  the  porch  and  the  door  into  the  drawing  room. 
That  would  be,  if  it  were  open,  the  simplest  way  into  the 
house. 

The  grass  around  the  house  in  that  direction  muffled  her 
footsteps;  objects  were  dimly  perceptible — the  faintly  light 
bulk  of  the  house,  the  thicker  shadow  of  the  vines,  the  black 
line  of  the  curving  stairway,  the  shadow  under  the  balcony, 
deeper  even  than  surrounding  shadows.  There  was  no  light 
on  the  porch  and  no  light  from  the  drawing-room  door. 

And  no  one  anywhere. 

Well,  she'd  cross  the  porch  and  try  that  door. 

She  was  confused  by  the  darkness;  her  sense  of  direction 
was  awry;  she  brought  up  against  the  lower  step  of  the  vine- 
laden  stairway,  and  flung  both  hands  out  to  discover  a  stable 
thing,  a  guiding  point,  the  railing  .  .  . 

Her  hands  encountered  something  that  moved— heavily, 
sluggishly,  only  a  little. 

It  was  soft  and  sagging;  her  fingers  touched  cloth.  Like  a 
coat.  Like  a  man's  coat,  hanging  there  in  the  thick,  hot  black- 
ness. Hanging  as  if  it  were  on  a  man.  She  flung  back  her 
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hands  and  her  body;  a  scream  in  her  throat  could  not  utter 
itself. 

A  man  was  hanging  there,  suspended  somehow,  anyhow — 
from  the  balcony,  from  the  stairway,  from  any  nameless  thing 
she  could  not  see  or  know,  but  which  was  only  black  and 
hidden. 

The  senses  have  a  language  of  their  own,  intangible,  swift, 
certain.  Recognition  derives  from  anything  and  everything — 
even  a  dim,  pale  outline,  only  and  mercifully  half -seen,  the 
outline  of  a  man. 

Andre  Durant. 

"I'd  li\e  to  see  him  hanged','  Tim  had  said. 

It  was  as  if  the  words  repeated  themselves,  disembodied, 
terribly  clear  in  the  black  silence.  And  then  she  heard  a  light, 
soft  patter  of  footsteps  on  the  balcony  above  her  head.  Foot- 
steps that  did  not  diminish  or  dwindle  but  simply,  abruptly 
stopped, 
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Nothing  moved  on  the  balcony.  The  light,  stealthy  footsteps 
did  not  resume.  Nothing  moved  anywhere  except  suddenly 
Marny  had  a  fantastic  notion  that  the  horrible  thing,  sagging 
there  in  the  darkness  within  reach  of  her  hand  might  sway 
nearer.  There  was  a  sound  though,  hard  and  heavy  and  fast, 
pulsing  in  her  ears  and  her  throat;  the  frantic  thudding  of 
her  heart.  She  must  run,  escape,  put  distance  between  her  and 
the  balcony.  Before  the  footsteps  turned  and  came  down  that 
winding  stairway.  Before  the  thing  so  near  her  swayed  and 
moved  again! 

The  darkness  was  bewildering.  Her  pulses  beat  hard  and 
heavy  in  her  ears,  in  her  throat,  all  over  her  body.  She  was 
running,  pushing  herself  through  the  hot  blackness,  her  out- 
flung  hands  grazing  shrubbery  at  the  corner  of  the  house;  she 
avoided  the  front  steps,  gravel  spattering  sharply  in  the  still 
night;  the  hedges  were  enormous  and  tall  and  black;  the 
tropics  claimed  the  night  and  claimed  the  island  and  all  the 
man-made  things  upon  it.  It  reached  out  with  primitive 
tenaculum  to  take  back  everything  it  had  relinquished. 
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An  area  o£  light  suddenly  turned  the  driveway  white  and 
outlined  the  hibiscus  sharply  black  against  it.  She  whirled 
around  a  curve  and  saw  the  gatehouse  ahead.  A  policeman 
was  sitting  on  a  bench,  directly  under  the  light,  smoking.  He 
heard  her  and  jerked  upward  to  listen  and  then  came  pound- 
ing along  the  driveway. 

She  must  have  told  him  the  thing  she  had  found.  His  bulky 
figure  was  running  back  toward  the  house.  He  had  shouted 
toward  the  gate.  Other  figures,  two  policemen,  and  Edward 
came  too,  thumping  heavily  through  the  night  and  then  be- 
coming part  of  it  as  they  passed  her.  But  there  were  flashlights, 
cutting  fine,  sharp  fingers  through  the  blackness.  She  reached 
the  front  steps  and  the  pounding,  heavy  figures  of  policemen 
and  the  glancing  rays  of  flashlights  disappeared  around  the 
corner  of  the  house.  She'd  better  follow,  better  not  to  stay 
there,  alone  again,  with  all  the  enclosing  shadows  of  the  in- 
exorable tropic  night.  She  did,  and  they  were  standing 
together,  in  a  queer  disjointed  group,  lighted  erratically 
by  flashlights,  in  a  pendant,  heavy  shadow  below  the 
balcony. 

She  reached  them  and  Bill  was  there,  too.  A  ray  of  light  fell 
on  his  face.  He  was  staring  at  that  heavy,  hanging  shadow. 
His  face  looked  strangely  white.  Everyone  was  talking,  she 
thought,  and  yet  she  could  really  distinguish  no  words.  But 
light  streamed  out  all  at  once  from  the  balcony,  and  Tim 
Wales  shouted  down,  "What's  going  on  down  there?" 

Bill  was  saying,  "But  there  was  somebody.  When  I  was 
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going  toward  the  garage  to  put  the  car  up.  He  was  in  the 
shrubs  there  by  the  garage.  He  ducked  out  of  sight  just  as  my 
lights  swung  around.  I  started  after  him  but  he  got  away  and 
I  came  around  the  other  side  of  the  house  and  .  .  .  Good 
God,  it's  Andre  Durant!" 

A  flat,  yellow  ray  of  light  was  full  upon  the  face  of  the 
thing  that  hung  so  heavily  from  the  balcony  railing,  just  be- 
side the  iron  stairway.  The  dark  hair  had  fallen  forward.  She 
had  to  get  away.  The  night  was  too  full  of  chaos  and  of  some- 
thing that  surged  too  loud  now  and  heavily  in  her  ears. 

There  were  more  lights  from  the  balcony.  One  of  the 
policemen  swung  around  toward  her.  "Was  he  like  this  when 
you  found  him,  Miss?" 

"You  found  him  .  .  /'  began  Bill.  Then  he  was  at  Marny's 
side.  His  arm  was  tight  and  warm  around  her.  "I  found  him," 
he  said  to  the  policeman.  "I  came  around  that  corner  of  the 
house.  I  found  him  just  as  you  .  .  ."  The  policeman  said, 
"She  found  him.  At  least  she  said  she  did.  She  came  running 
down  the  drive  to  the  gate.  That's  how  we  got  here." 

Edward  mumbled  something  incoherent  and  disappeared. 
The  two  policemen  stared  at  the  thing,  brightly,  eerily  illumi- 
nated. Bill  turned  Marny  so  she  couldn't  see.  He  pressed  her 
face  down  against  his  shoulder.  He  said,  "See  here,  we  had 
just  left  the  car.  It  hasn't  been  five  minutes.  You  know  that, 
you  saw  us  come  in.  .  .  ." 

The  drawing  room  and  then  the  porch  sprang  into  such 
bright  light  that  the  flashlights  paled;  red  and  orange  cush- 
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ions  stood  out;  homely  details,  ash  trays  and  the  newspapers, 
and  a  glass  and  a  half-empty  soda-water  bottle  on  a  tray  as 
if  someone  had  had  a  solitary  night  cap.  Tim  Wales,  in  a 
dressing  gown,  came  charging  across  the  porch  and  out  the 
door  and  stopped.  He  stared,  as  the  others  stared,  as  if  mes- 
merized horribly  by  that  forever  silent  thing.  Then  all  at  once 
everybody,  again,  was  talking.  Bill  Cameron  held  Marny 
tighter  and  said  in  her  ear,  "You've  got  to  get  away  from  this. 
Come  on  .  .  ." 

Tim  and  the  policemer  were  talking  and  Edward,  very 
wan  and  sick-looking,  added  himself  again  to  the  scene.  Bill's 
arm  seemed  to  move  her,  without  any  volition  on  her  part. 
He  took  her  into  the  drawing  room.  He  slid  her  down  onto 
the  sofa  and  stufTed  a  pillow  not  under  her  head  but  under  her 
feet  so  they  stuck  up  absurdly  in  their  white  pumps.  There 
was  a  sharp  black  mark  across  one  toe;  she'd  got  that  dancing. 
Before  they  had  come  back  to  the  silent,  fearful  island,  with 
Andre  hanging  .  .  . 

"Bill  .  .  ."  she  cried  and  turned  so  she  was  wholly  in  his 
arms,  clinging  to  him,  hiding  her  face  as  if  to  shut  out  every- 
thing the  night  had  held. 

He  held  her  warmly  for  a  moment,  his  face  against  her 
own  as  he  had  done,  not  meaning  to,  dancing.  This  time  it 
was  deliberate  and  strong  and  indescribably  comforting.  She 
felt  safe  again,  as  if  within  an  invulnerable  wall;  as  if  his  arms 
could  shut  out  horror,  everything.  "Marny,  Marny.  Don't 
tremble  like  that.  Don't,  Marny.  I  promise  you  I'll  fix  things. 
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I  don't  know  how,  God  knows,  but  I  .  .  .  Well,  I  promise 
you.  Somehow  I'll  make  them  come  right.  Understand?" 

She  clung  more  tightly.  Her  arms  were  around  his  neck 
and  she  decided  quite  simply  that  she  wouldn't  let  go.  She'd 
just  hold  on,  like  that,  to  something  that  was  real  and  sane 
and  strong.  If  she  did  so  nothing  could  happen.  He  said, 
"Marny,  listen.  You've  got  to  pull  yourself  together.  Quick. 
This  is  going  to  be  a  damn  sight  messier.  For  God's  sake, 
listen.  You're  not  paying  attention  to  me." 

He  took  her  arms  from  around  him  and  gave  her  a  queer, 
hard  shake  and  made  her  look  at  him.  "Now  answer  me.  I 
left  you  on  the  steps  when  I  put  the  car  in  the  garage.  Did 
you  see  anybody?" 

"No-no  .  .  ." 

"What  did  you  do?" 

What  had  she  done?  She  thought  back  past  an  infinite, 
terrible  gulf.  "I  got  tired  of  waiting.  The  door  was  locked. 
I  went  to  the  garage.  You  weren't  there.  I  came  back  and 
thought  of  that  door  .  .  ."  She  pointed  toward  it.  "So  I  came 
around  the  house.  And — it  was  there  " 

She  thought  he  was  going  to  take  her  in  his  arms  again 
and  she  wanted  him  to,  but  he  held  her  tighter  and  said, 
"What  did  you  do?" 

"I  ran  back  to  find  the  police.  There  was  somebody  on  the 
balcony.  .  .  ." 

"What  did  you  say?" 

"There  was  somebody  on  the  balcony.  Just — just  light  foot- 
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steps.  It — whoever  it  was — stopped.  Just  like  that.  Stopped. 
And  I  ran  down  to  the  police  and  it  was  dark  and  they  came 
and  .  .  ." 

"  Who  was  on  the  balcony?" 

"I  don't  know.  I  couldn't  see.  I  only  heard  somebody  and 
then  it  stopped.  Bill— Bill  .  .  ." 

"All  right.  That  is  safe  to  tell.  That  much.  But  no  matter 
what  you  think  or  remember  or  anything  don't  add  a  word 
to  it.  Understand  ?  Tell  them  only  that  .  .  ." 

Judith  said  from  the  doorway,  "What  has  happened?" 

And  when  Bill  got  up,  as  if  he  wanted  to  think,  Judith  saw 
the  lights  and  the  men  outside  and  she  swept  across  the  draw- 
ing room  in  her  trailing  scarlet  dressing  gown.  Bill  ran  after 
her.  At  the  door  of  the  porch  they  saw7  her  stop,  the  long  scar- 
let silks  swirling  around  her.  They  saw  her  hands  flung  up- 
ward to  her  eyes.  They  saw  her  whirl  around,  stumbling, 
running  back  toward  them.  Bill  caught  her.  "Here — where 
are  you  going — wait  .  .  ." 

Her  face  was  chalk  white.  She  dropped  her  hands  and 
stared  at  him.  He  said,  "The  police  are  there.  Tim  is  there. 
They'll  question  us." 

"What  have  I  done?"  said  Judith.  "Oh,  what  have  I  done?" 

Bill  said,  "What  do  you  mean?  Sit  down.  Here."  He 
shoved  a  chair  toward  her  and  she  sat  down  mechanically,  her 
great  dark  eyes  staring  up  at  him,  her  hands  locked  between 
her  knees,  the  scarlet  silk  flowing  around  her,  her  black  hair 
streaming  over  her  shoulders.  "What  do  you  mean?"  said 
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Bill  again,  but  she  shook  her  head,  numbly,  staring  at  him. 

Bill  looked  at  her  for  an  instant.  "Marny,  remember  what 
I  told  you,"  he  said.  "Hold  everything  .  .  ." 

He  was,  incredibly,  gone,  through  the  brightly  lighted 
porch,  back  to  that  muttering,  gesticulating  group  with  the 
flashlights  and  the  eerie  white  faces  and  Tim  Wales  shouting 
above  them,  "Where's  Laideau  ?  He  did  it!  Where's  Laideau  ? 
For  God's  sake,  search  the  place.  Don't  let  him  get  away." 

Winnie  came  running  into  the  room,  blue  dressing  gown 
clutched  around  her.  Judith  lifted  her  head  and  cried,  "Win- 
nie, don't  look.  Don't  go.  Your  father  .  .  ."  She  put  both 
hands  over  her  mouth.  Winnie  stopped  dead.  "Judith,  why 
are  those  men  out  there?" 

Judith  knew  exactly  what  was  happening.  She  said, 
"Andre  .  .  ."  and  stopped  and  seemed  to  select  words  and 
then  in  a  sudden  rush,  "Andre  has  killed  himself." 

Winnie  looked  at  her  and  then  at  Marny  and  went  to  the 
porch,  blue  dressing  gown  held  tight  around  her,  brown 
braid  over  her  shoulders.  She  stopped  in  the  porch  doorway 
and  after  a  long  moment  came  back.  Her  face  was  so  white 
that  the  thick  eyebrows  stood  out;  then  suddenly  she  sat 
down  in  a  straight  chair  and  stared  at  Judith. 

And  the  men  searched  the  house. 

They  searched  the  island.  They  sent  for  Manson  and  for 
the  medical  examiner  and  automobiles  began  to  make  a 
swift,  speeding  line  along  the  causeway.  It  was  like  and  yet 
horribly  unlike  the  night  before  when  Cecily  had  been  found; 
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that  had  been  bad  enough;  this  was  different.  Worse,  owing 
to  a  few  salient  and  very  important  differences. 

Winnie  hinted  at  those  differences  first.  For,  as  they  sat 
there,  listening  to  the  voices  over  the  telephone  in  the  hall, 
watching  and  trying  not  to  watch,  aware  and  trying  not  to 
be  aware  of  everything  that  happened,  Winnie  said  suddenly, 
staring  at  the  beige  and  white  floor,  "They  had  the  island 
under  guard.  Policemen  were  at  the  gate." 

Judith  gave  her  a  sharp  look.  "Someone  could  have  come 
by  boat." 

"Then  he  didn't  kill  himself.  You  don't  really  think  so, 
either." 

"He  was  hanged,"  said  Judith.  "I  saw  that.  I  don't  know 
what  happened." 

Winnie  seemed  to  make  a  motion  to  go  out  on  the  porch 
again.  Judith  said,  "You'd  better  not.  It's — horrible."  She 
shivered  and  looked  out  toward  the  porch.  "I  wish  Tim  would 
come  in." 

But  it  was  Manson  who  crossed  the  porch,  the  screened 
door  banging  behind  him,  and  called  back  to  someone  in 
that  clustered,  lighted  group  outside.  "Tell  Doctor  Meade  to 
come  in  here  when  he's  finished."  He  crossed  the  drawing 
room  without  apparently  looking  at  any  of  the  three  women. 
His  face  was  white,  his  eyes  looked  black  and  brilliant  as 
obsidium.  His  seersucker  suit  was  wrinkled  and  his  thin, 
brownish-gray  hair  disheveled.  He  looked  into  the  hall  and 
snapped,  apparently  to  another  policeman,  "Bring  them  all 
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in  here.  Everybody.  Servants  too.  Keep  the  reporters  out;  tell 
them  I'll  give  them  the  story  in  half  an  hour;  tell  them  to  wait. 
They  can  have  all  the  pictures  they  want  as  soon  as  Doctor 
Meade  has  finished."  He  turned  around,  looked  at  Marny, 
Judith  and  Winnie  as  i£  they  were  not  there  at  all  and,  as  Tim 
Wales  and  Bill  came  in  from  the  porch,  he  said,  "Now  then. 
That  man  didn't  hang  himself.  Who  did  it?" 

"What  do  you  mean  by  that?"  demanded  Tim  Wales.  He 
pulled  his  bathrobe  around  his  paunchy  middle.  His  fat, 
shiny  hands  were  shaking.  He  didn't  look  at  Judith.  Cap- 
tain Manson  said,  "Answer  my  question.  Do  you  know  who 
did  it?" 

"If  anybody  killed  him  it  was  Laideau,"  said  Tim  Wales 
and  selected  and  lighted  a  cigarette. 

"When  did  you  see  Durant  last?" 

"Me,  personally?"  said  Tim,  his  little  eyes  hard  and  bril- 
liant and  obstinate.  "I'll  be  glad  to  tell  you.  Dinner  was  sent 
to  his  room  on  a  tray.  He  and  Laideau  had  it  together.  I 
wouldn't  have  them  at  my  table,  and  I  couldn't  get  rid  of 
them  just  yet  on  account  of  the  newspapers.  They'd  say — 
well,  I  couldn't.  But  I  wouldn't  eat  with  them.  I  haven't  seen 
Durant  since  about  seven  o'clock,  when  I  saw  him  come  in 
from  the  swimming  pool  and  go  up  the  stairs  to  the  balcony. 
From  there,  as  you  know,  he  could  walk  around  to  his  room. 
I  never  saw  him  again.  I  don't  know  anything  about  this. 
Except  if  ever  a  man  deserved  hanging,  he  did." 

"Tim  .  .  ."  began  Judith  in  a  stifled  way  and  stopped. 


CHAPTER  16 


The  detective's  face  jerked  toward  Judith.  "How  about  you, 
Mrs.  Wales?" 

*  "You  mean — you  mean  .  .  ."  Judith's  face  had  no  beauty 
then.  It  was  strained  and  white  with  terror,  above  the  scarlet 
silk. 

"I  mean  when  did  you  last  talk  to  Andre  Durant?" 

Judith's  hands  were  locked  so  tight  that  they  looked  bony 
and  hard.  "After  dinner.  I  went  to  his  room;  it  adjoins  the 
room  Laideau  is  using.  I  talked  a  minute  .  .  ." 

"What  about?" 

"I  said"—  Judith  swallowed—  "I  said  that  I  thought  if  there 
was  anything  he  knew  of  Cecily's  past  that  might  possibly  ex- 
plain her  murder,  I  thought  he  ought  to  tell  it.  That  it  would 
help  us  all  and  couldn't  hurt  Cecily  now.  Or — or  anyone." 

The  detective  looked  at  her.  Tim  put  his  cigarette  to  his 
lips,  jerkily,  not  looking  at  Judith. 

"And  what  did  he  say?"  asked  the  detective. 

Judith  touched  her  lips  with  her  tongue.  "He  said  he  didn't 
know  anything.  I  went  away.  It  was  then,  I  suppose,  about 
eight  o'clock." 
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"What  did  you  do  then?" 

"I  went  to  my  room.  I  was  tired.  My  husband  and  Winnie 
were  down  here  on  the  porch.  I  went  to  bed.  I  read  and  then 
I  took  a  sleeping  pill;  about  ten,  that  was." 

"And  that's  the  last  time  you  saw  Andre  Durant?" 

"Yes." 

There  was  no  way  of  knowing  what  or  how  much  the  de- 
tective accepted  as  true.  He  turned  to  Winnie.  "And  you?" 

"I  saw  him  at  the  pool,"  said  Winnie.  "Marny  was  with  me. 
It  was,  I  think,  between  five  and  six  o'clock.  Then  Marny  and 
Commander  Cameron  went  to  the  Beach  and  they  took 
Charlie  home.  Judith  told  me  that  it  would  be  better  to  have 
dinner  sent  up  to  Andre  and  to  his  friend,  so  I  did." 

Rilly  and  his  wife  and  the  smart,  little  colored  maid  who 
had  unpacked  for  Marny,  were  in  the  doorway.  Something 
was  going  on  in  the  hall  behind  them.  Some  sort  of  commo- 
tion, voices,  but  the  only  thing  that  seemed  to  matter  just 
then  was  the  frightened  nod  Rilly  gave  as  Winnie  looked  at 
him  for  confirmation.  His  wife,  slender,  frightened  too,  but 
intelligent-looking  and  neat  in  her  red-and-white  cotton 
house  coat,  put  her  hand  to  her  hair  and  nodded  too,  her  large 
dark  eyes  fastened  on  the  detective.  The  smart  little  maid  in  a 
smart  black  dressing  gown,  turned  to  stare  curiously  over  her 
shoulder,  into  the  hall.  Captain  Manson  said  to  Winnie, 
"Then  what?" 

"Then  what  happened,  you  mean?  Why,  nothing  exactly. 
We  had  dinner,  Father  and  Judith  and  I.  Judith  went  up- 
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stairs;  she  said  she  was  tired.  Father  and  I  talked  awhile  on 
the  porch.  I  went  to  bed  about  ten-thirty,  I  think.  I  didn't  see 
Andre  again." 

"How  about  you,  Mr.  Wales?" 

"I've  told  you,"  snapped  Tim.  "I  sat  out  there  after  Win- 
nie'd  gone  to  bed  and  smoked,  and  had  a  night  cap.  I  was 
dead  tired.  We  all  were.  I  don't  know  just  when  I  went  to 
bed,  but  it  was  shortly  after  Winnie'd  gone.  I  didn't  see 
Andre  again.  I  didn't  hear  anything.  I  took  a  couple  of  pills 
and  slept  until  all  the  hullabaloo  outside  the  balcony  waked 
me.  Then  I  came  down  and  .  .  ." 

"What  about  you,  Miss  Sanderson?" 

Bill  Cameron  said  quietly,  "I  told  you  about  that,  Captain 
Manson." 

"Go  on,  Miss  Sanderson." 

Marny's  voice  was  uneven  and  suddenly  it  seemed  to  her 
horribly  unconvincing.  She  heard  herself  talking  as  if  it  were 
Judith  or  Winnie  or  anybody  except  herself,  Marny. 

She  had  waited  on  the  steps;  she  had  gone  to  the  garage; 
she  had  returned;  she  had  remembered  the  door  from  the 
porch;  she  had  found  ...  At  that  point  the  other  woman, 
the  woman  who  had  got  into  her  body  and  obligingly  was 
talking  for  her,  stopped  there  and  could  not  go  on.  Captain 
Manson  said,  "Go  on,  please.  You  found  Durant?" 

"Yes."  It  wasn't  that  other  woman  any  more.  It  was  Marny 
herself,  whispering  with  a  throat  that  felt  tight  and  stiff. 

"How  did  you  know  it  was  Durant  ?  Could  you  see  ?" 
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"Not-exactly." 

"How  did  you  know  then?" 

"There  was  something — a  sort  of — outline — I  knew  who  it 
was." 

"What  did  you  do  then?" 

"I  remembered  the  police  at  the  gate.  I  ran  to  tell 
them." 

"How  long  a  time  elapsed  between  your  being  left  at  the 
step  by  Commander  Cameron  and  your  notifying  the  police 
of  your  discovery?" 

"I  don't  know.  A  few  minutes." 

Captain  Manson  turned  to  a  policeman.  It  was  the  man 
who  had  followed  her  and  Bill  Cameron  on  a  motorcycle, 
who  had  watched  them  from  the  bar  while  they  danced.  The 
policeman  said,  "It  was  about  twelve  minutes,  sir.  I  was 
listening  to  the  chauffeur's  radio  and  the  commercial  had 
just  come  on  at  the  end  of  a  fifteen-minute  program.  It's  one 
of  my  favorite  programs  and  I  was  hoping  we'd  get  back  in 
time  to  hear  it.  Twelve  minutes  is  my  guess." 

Laideau  appeared  in  the  doorway  and  Rilly  and  his  wife 
and  the  maid  moved  aside,  glancing  sideways  at  Laideau  and 
the  two  policemen  holding  his  arms.  Manson  did  not  even 
look  at  him,  although  Laideau's  tiny,  ugly  dark  eyes  fastened 
themselves  on  the  detective  as  if  drawn  by  a  magnet.  In  the 
same  moment  the  medical  examiner  and  another  policeman 
came  across  the  porch,  and  into  the  drawing  room. 

The  doctor  was  short,  fat,  round  and  hot.  He  wiped  his 
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hands  with  a  handkerchief.  "You  were  right,  Captain,"  he 
said.  "Fellow  was  killed  before  he  was  hung.  Skull  fracture 
just  behind  the  ear.  Some  heavy,  hard  instrument.  Don't 
know  what." 

"You  mean,"  said  Captain  Manson,  "that  it's  possible  that 
somebody  hit  him,  fracturing  his  skull,  and  then  tied  that 
rope  around  his  neck  and  pulled  him  up  over  the  balcony 
railing?" 

Doctor  Meade  nodded.  "Looks  like  it." 

"Could  a  woman  have  done  it?"  asked  Captain  Manson. 

"I  don't  see  why  not,"  he  said  and  walked  briskly  across 
the  room  and  into  the  hall. 

Manson  said,  "Let  him  go.  I'll  see  to  him." 

He  meant  Laideau.  The  two  policemen  dropped  their 
hands.  Laideau  gave  a  kind  of  shiver  and  rubbed  one  arm  as 
if  it  had  been  bruised  and  did  not  shift  his  hard,  black  gaze 
by  so  much  as  a  fraction  from  the  detective.  Manson  said  to 
the  policemen,  like  a  postscript,  "And  take  Miss  Sanderson 
to  her  room.  She'll  show  you.  Keep  her  there.  Don't  let  any- 
body see  her  or  talk  to  her." 

11  You  cant  .  .  ."  began  Bill  Cameron  and  started  toward 
her  and  Captain  Manson  shot  out  a  thin,  arresting  arm.  "I 
can,"  he  said. 

The  policemen  were  at  Marny's  side.  It  was  easier  to  walk 
out  of  that  room  with  everyone  looking  at  her,  with  Bill 
Cameron  standing  there,  watching  too,  not  moving — than 
to  let  them  make  her  walk.  She  went  out  through  the  hall.  She 
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went  up  the  stairs.  The  policemen  were  directly  behind  her. 
If  anyone  in  the  drawing  room  spoke  or  moved  she  did  not 
hear  it. 

She  ought  to  have  known;  Bill  had  told  her;  Manson  had 
told  her;  she  had  reasoned  it  out  for  herself.  Andre  had  been 
their  principal  suspect.  And,  in  a  queer  way,  he  had  protected 
her. 

But  now  Andre  was  murdered.  So  they  would  charge  her 
with  murder.  Cecily  had  come  to  her  with  a  gun,  and  the 
police  knew  the  whole  story. 

She  went  into  her  room  with  her  head  high,  which  was 
queer,  because  she  had  no  knowledge  of  walking,  of  moving, 
of  even  touching  the  switch;  she  only  knew  that  the  room 
leaped  into  light. 

One  of  the  policemen  tramped  across  and  went  outside 
and  stood  on  the  balcony,  just  outside  the  balcony  door  which 
he  closed.  The  other  said,  rather  uncomfortably,  "I'll — well, 
I'll  stay  in  the  hall,  just  outside  the  door,  Miss.  Captain  didn't 
say — well,  anyway,  I'll  stay  right  here.  Only  don't  try  any- 
thing, Miss.  You  won't  get  by  with  it,"  and  he  closed  the 
door. 

She  stood  for  a  long  moment  in  the  brilliantly  lighted  room. 

She  had  changed  places  with  Andre! 

A  macabre  and  horrible  corollary  seemed  to  reach  out  and 
catch  at  her.  She  recognized  it  and  fought  it  back.  Andre  was 
dead,  so  he  was  no  longer  the  main  suspect  of  the  police.  Now 
she  had  taken  that  place. 
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She  wouldn't  think;  but  what  did  one  do?  What  could  one 
do? 

Well,  one  thing  was  not  to  lose  one's  head.  She  hadn't 
murdered  Cecily;  she  hadn't  murdered  Andre. 

The  bed  was  turned  down.  Her  night  things  were  neatly 
laid  out.  It  was  sharply  normal,  like  the  little  black  mark  on 
her  slipper,  extraordinary  simply  because  it  was  so  unex- 
traordinary,  so  out  of  pace  with  a  world  that  had  become  fan- 
tastic. She  looked  down. 

It  was  then  that  she  realized  that  quite  recently  someone 
had  been  in  her  room. 

As  she  had  already  discovered  that  night,  recognition  oper- 
ates in  a  hundred  intangible  yet  perfectly  certain  ways.  She 
knew  that  someone  had  been  in  her  room  rather  in  the  way 
one  knows  it  if  someone  else  has  used  one's  pen,  from  a  faint 
subtle  difference  in  its  balance.  It  was  like  a  nursery  rhyme: 
Goldilocks?  "Someone  has  been  sitting  in  my  chair.  .  .  . 
Someone  has  been  eating  my  porridge.  .  .  .  Someone  has 
been  sleeping  on  my  bed.  .  .  ." 

That  was  nonsense.  Why  exactly  did  she  know  someone 
had  been  there?  Then  the  tangible  small  things  that  give 
rise  to  subconscious  knowledge  began  to  emerge  and  make 
themselves  clear.  Someone  had  sat  on  the  bed.  There  were  a 
few  wrinkles  and  a  shallow  but  definite  indentation  on  the 
otherwise  smooth  linen  and  silk.  Someone  had  dropped  a 
cigarette  in  the  ash  tray  and  she  had  happened  not  to  smoke 
in  her  room  that  evening.  It  was  a  cigarette  like  those  Tim 
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Wales  smoked,  but  they  were  everywhere  in  the  house,  prob- 
ably in  every  ash  tray,  along  with  other  brands.  It  was  the 
same  brand  that  someone  listening  from  behind  the  vines  on 
the  balcony  had  dropped,  still  burning.  She  looked  around 
and  then  saw  it.  Between  the  door  and  the  bed  was  an  odd, 
long  smear.  It  was  a  kind  of  reddish  brown,  showing  not 
deeply  but  on  the  surface  of  the  deep-piled  rug.  As  if  some- 
one had  dragged  something  along,  over  the  rug,  so  it  touched 
for  a  few  brief  inches. 

Something  that  was  newly  painted.  Something  that  made 
a  short,  small,  red  smear.  It  drew  her  like  a  dreadful  magnet, 
as  if  she  knew  exactly  what  that  smear  was,  so  she  moved 
across  the  room  and  knelt  down  on  the  carpet. 

And  after  a  long  time,  thought:  cold  water  takes  it  out. 
Not  cleaning  fluid,  not  hot  water.  Only  cold  water. 

Andre  had  been  murdered.  His  skull  had  been  fractured 
and  the  doctor  had  said  he  believed  it  had  happened  before 
Andre  was — somehow — hanged  there  from  the  balcony.  She 
had  heard  footsteps  on  the  balcony  and  they  had  stopped.  Be- 
cause whoever  was  there  had  entered  her  room?  And  had 
stopped  there  to  wait  and  listen  in  the  darkness,  and  had  even 
smoked  a  cigarette?  And  had  dragged  something  over  the 
rug,  not  knowing,  because  it  was  dark,  that  that  smear  had 
been  made  ? 

It  was  police  evidence,  jury  evidence,  but  it  also  was  evi- 
dence against  her.  There  was  no  question  about  that. 

She  got  up  and  went  into  the  bathroom.  Someone  had  been 
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there  too,  had  washed  his  hands  and  used  two  towels  and 
thrust  them  wet  and  crumpled  back  upon  the  rack. 

There  were  the  towels.  There  was  water  splashed  around 
the  basin  and  a  little  puddle  under  the  soap.  There  was  a 
look  though  as  if  whoever  had  washed  there  had  also  washed 
the  basin  quickly.  Suddenly  and  with  a  kind  of  cold  horror, 
she  looked  for  red  smears  there,  too,  reddish  brown,  diluted 
with  water.  There  was  nothing.  Self-preservation  operates, 
too,  instinctively  and  strongly. 

She  must  hurry.  Get  the  smear  off  the  rug  first.  Before  the 
police  see  it.  One  of  them  had  walked  across  it,  toward  the 
door — and  only  by  luck  had  not  been  looking  at  the  rug  and 
had  not  seen  that  smear.  Next  time  he  would  see  it.  She  took 
a  fresh  towel,  held  it  under  the  cold-water  faucet  and  went 
back  to  the  rug. 

She  knelt  again,  trying  to  force  herself  to  the  ugly  but 
grimly  necessary  task  and  someone  knocked  and  called  to  her. 
"Marny,  Marny,  can  I  come  in?" 

It  was  Bill  Cameron.  She  got  up.  He  opened  the  door,  saw 
her,  came  quickly  into  the  room  and  across  to  her,  taking  her 
wrist  in  his  hand,  staring  at  the  dripping  towel:  "What  are 
you  doing?" 

"There  .  .  ."  she  said. 

He  looked  and  knelt,  too.  Finally  he  got  up.  "Ill  get  Man- 
son." 

"No,  no  .  .  ." 

His  eyes  blazed  down  into  her  own.  "Don't  be  a  fool!  It's 
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a  plant.  Deliberate.  Like  fixing  it  so  you  would  find  Andre. 
It  wasn't  any  coincidence,  your  finding  Andre  as  you  found 
Cecily.  It  was  part  of  a  plan;  it  had  to  be." 

"Someone  was  here.  Someone  sat  on  the  bed  and  smoked 
and  washed  his  hands  in  the  bathroom  .  .  ." 

He  said,  "Listen,  Marny.  It's  a  safe  bet  that  whoever  killed 
Cecily  killed  Andre.  And  I  think  I  know  why,  too.  And  who- 
ever did  is  trying  to  implicate  you.  Stupidly — yet  so  openly 
that  the  only  thing  for  us  to  do  is  show  Manson  this."  He 
went  to  the  door  and  spoke  to  the  policeman  outside.  "Get 
Manson.  Quick."  He  came  back  to  her.  "Now  then.  I  got 
Manson  to  let  me  see  you  about  a  lawyer.  But  he — I  think  if 
we  can  get  him  alone  he'll  give  us  the  low-down.  I  think  that 
he's  got  to  consider  you  a  suspect  because  of  Cecily — because 
of  the  evidence,  but  I  think  he  doesn't — well,  want  to.  I  think 
his  instinct  is  against  it.  Therefore  let's  give  him  every  chance 
to  get  at  the  truth,  put  everything  on  the  table."  He  paused, 
frowning,  looking  at  her  as  if  he  did  not  see  her.  He  said,  "I 
may  not  be  right.  My  opinion  may  be  governed  by  my  own 
feeling  about  you.  There  is  a  certain  .  .  ."  He  paused  and, 
rather  curiously,  used  the  words  that  had  entered  her  own 
thoughts,  "There  is  a  certain  deceiving  security  in  the  knowl- 
edge of  innocence.  That's  the  way  I  feel  about  you.  You 
didn't  murder  Cecily  or  Andre,  so  I  keep  thinking  that  they 
can't  seriously  accuse  you  of  it.  Yet — oh,  maybe  I'm  wrong. 
But  are  you  willing  to  put  yourself  in  my  hands  and  do  as  I 
tell  you  ?  Knowing,"  said  Bill  Cameron,  looking  straight  into 
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her  eyes,  "knowing  that  I  may  be  wrong.  That  I  may  make 
mistakes.  And  that  it  is  your  life,  quite  literally,  I'm  asking 
you  to  put  in  my  keeping." 

Bill  Cameron's  face,  clear  and  intent,  his  green  shoulders 
solid  and  broad.  Suddenly  everything  about  him  seemed 
right. 

It  was  the  only  word  that  came  clearly  into  her  mind. 
Right — sane  and  solid  and  clear-seeing  and  right. 

She  made  no  decision  because  there  was  no  decision  to 
make.  She  looked  back  up  into  his  face  and  said,  "All  right, 
Bill." 

Manson  himself  knocked  at  the  door  and  entered. 

"Well?"  he  said  and  looked  at  Marny.  "If  it  is  a  confession 
I'd  better  have  the  stenographer  take  it  down." 


CHAPTER  17 


Bill  Cameron  seemed  to  square  his  shoulders.  "It  is  not  a 
confession.  Look  here,  Captain,  I  want  to  make  a  bargain  with 
you." 

Manson's  intensely  concentrated  look  seemed  to  grow  more 
marked.  "I  don't  think  you  are  talking  about  bribes,  Com- 
mander. I've  had  such  offers  in  my  time,  but  not  for  a  long 
time." 

"No,  I'm  not  talking  about  bribes."  She  noticed  that  Bill 
had  moved,  so  he  stood  squarely  between  Manson  and  the 
smear  on  the  rug.  He  said,  facing  Manson  directly,  "I  mean 
this.  Apparently  Miss  Sanderson  is  on  the  spot.  There  is  evi- 
dence against  her.  Cecily  came  to  see  her  and  had  a  gun,  you 
know  all  that — and  Miss  Sanderson  found  her  later  when 
she'd  been  murdered.  Now,  tonight,  she  found  Andre  Durant. 
You  had  to  go  through  a  form  of  arresting  her  .  .  ." 

"I  didn't  arrest  her." 

"You  sent  her  up  here,  with  a  guard.  It  also  seemed  to  me 
that  if  you  were  convinced  in  your  own  mind  that  she  had 
killed  either  of  them  you'd  have  actually  arrested  her." 

Manson  said,  "What  is  your  bargain?" 
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"I  have  to  say  all  this  first,"  said  Bill  Cameron.  "I  don't 
think  you  believe  she  murdered  either  Cecily  or  Durant.  But 
I  do  think  that  you  cannot  discount  the  evidence  as  it  stands. 
Right?" 

"Go  on." 

"Her  discovery  of  Cecily's  body  was  accident.  But  her  dis- 
covery of  Durant's  body  was  a  deliberate  plant,  and  I  think 
whoever  murdered  Durant  has  planted  another  piece  of  evi- 
dence. Intended  to  cast  suspicion  upon  her.  So — well,  it  ac- 
tually proves  she  didn't  do  it." 

There  was  no  way  to  tell  what  Manson  was  thinking.  His 
face  conveyed  nothing  but  hard  concentration.  "What?"  he 
said. 

Bill  Cameron  paused.  He  gave  Marny  a  glance,  and  then 
with  something  like  a  shrug,  moved  aside.  "There  .  .  ."  he 
said,  and  pointed. 

It  was  blood. 

Men  from  police  headquarters,  expert  technicians  with  ap- 
parently sufficient  equipment  to  identify  a  bloodstain  as 
such,  were  in  the  house  then.  There  was  not  even  a  wait  while 
they  went  to  the  laboratory.  Marny  watched,  Bill  Cameron 
watched,  Captain  Manson  watched.  And  then  he  told  them 
to  take  a  specimen  away  with  them  and  label  it. 

They  went  away.  Captain  Manson,  standing  in  the  open 
door,  spoke  rapidly  to  another  policeman.  "Search  this  room," 
he  said.  "Quickly." 

"Yes,  sir.  What  for,  Captain?" 
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"Something  heavy  and  hard.  A — hammer  would  do  it.  An 
ax.  Even,  I  suppose,  a  baseball  bat." 

Marny  hadn't  thought  o£  that.  Suppose  whoever  killed 
Andre  had  hidden  the  weapon  that  had  been  used  somewhere 
in  her  room.  She  glanced  at  Bill  Cameron  and  he  was  afraid 
of  it,  too.  She  could  tell  by  the  stiff,  hard  look  in  his  face. 

They  found  nothing.  They  opened  the  wardrobe  and 
looked  among  Marny 's  clothes — things  that  seemed  so 
familiar  and  everyday.  The  Captain  lingered  for  a  long  time 
in  the  bathroom.  The  man  looked  in  drawers  and  under  the 
mattress  of  the  bed,  and  along  the  draperies  at  the  windows. 
They  found  nothing  and  Captain  Manson  sent  them  away. 

And  Bill  Cameron  said,  his  mouth  very  tight  and  Scotch- 
looking,  "You  see,  Captain  Manson?  Miss  Sanderson 
wouldn't  have  done  that  deliberately.  She  wouldn't  have  told 
you  .  .  ." 

"I'm  not  saying  what  anybody  would  do,"  said  Manson. 
He  sat  down.  His  clothes  looked  damp  and  limp,  his  face 
withered,  somehow,  and  tired.  And  Marny  said  suddenly, 
leaning  forward,  "I  heard  footsteps.  While  I  was  outside.  Just 
after  I'd  found  him.  Somebody  walked  along  the  balcony. 
I  heard  it  clearly  and  then  the  footsteps  just  stopped." 

It  sounded  too  pat,  too  circumstantial.  Manson  just  looked 
at  her.  Bill  Cameron  said,  "That's  right.  You  told  me.  Did  it 
sound  as  if  whoever  it  was  came  into  this  room?" 

"I  couldn't  tell.  I  couldn't  have  known,  it  was  so  dark  and 
I  had  just  found  him,  you  see.  .  .  ." 
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Bill  said,  "You  couldn't  possibly  have  seen  anyone  from 
where  you  must  have  stood.  Besides,  it  was  dark.  But  prob- 
ably whoever  it  was  came  into  your  room,  waited  and 
smoked — listening,  I  imagine,  to  know  just  what  would  hap- 
pen and  what  you  would  do.  And  then  purposely,  I  think, 
left  that  smear  on  the  rug." 

Manson  said,  "Will  you  tell  me  your  story  again,  Miss 
Sanderson  ?  In  detail.  Exactly  as  it  happened." 

She  did,  rapidly  and  slowly,  by  jerks.  When  she'd  finished 
he  turned  to  Bill.  "How  about  you,  Commander?" 

So  Bill  told  his  story  again.  It  coincided  with  her  own 
naturally  up  to  the  time  when  he  had  left  her  on  the  step. 
And,  putting  the  car  away,  he  had  seen  someone  move 
quickly  out  of  the  beam  of  lights  from  the  car,  and  had  tried 
to  find  him. 

"Who  was  this  persor  you  say  you  saw  and  tried  to  find?" 

"I  don't  know.  I  just  saw  a  motion  and  a  black  figure.  He 
ducked  out  of  sight  behind  the  hedge.  I  had  a  quick  impres- 
sion, but  it  was  clear  enough.  But  I  didn't  see  enough  to  know 
who  it  was." 

"Man  or  woman?" 

"I  don't  know.  Except — well,  I  think  I'd  have  known  if  it 
had  been  a  woman." 

"But  you  can't  be  sure?  You  couldn't  identify  anybody?" 

"Well,"  said  Bill  and  paused  as  if  he  longed  to  say  yes, 
and  finally  said,  "No." 

"Why  did  you  try  to  find  out  who  it  was?" 
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"Why?  Because  of  the  murder,  of  course.  Because — well, 
because  the  fellow  didn't  want  to  be  seen." 

"Then  what  did  you  do?" 

"As  I  told  you.  I  put  the  car  in  and  gave  the  door  a  shove 
as  I  went  out.  I  ran  down  toward  the  hedge.  I  thought  who- 
ever it  was  had  gone  in  the  direction  of  the  swimming  pool. 
On  the  opposite  side  of  the  house  from  the  porch  .  .  ." 

"I  know,"  said  Captain  Manson  rather  tersely.  "I'm  fairly 
well  acquainted  with  the  layout  by  now." 

Bill  flushed  a  little.  "Well,  at  any  rate,  I  went  down  there, 
and  hunted  around  and  listened  and  whoever  it  was  had  got 
completely  away.  At  least  I  couldn't  hear  anything.  I  thought 
Marny  had  come  on  into  the  house.  I  never  thought  of  the 
front  door  being  locked.  At  any  rate,  I  came  on  back  finally 
but  since  it  was  nearer,  came  around  the  other  end,  the  back 
entrance  of  the  house.  I  couldn't  find  my  way,  it  was  so 
dark,  and  I  had  my  cigarette  lighter  so  I  got  it  out.  I  saw 
something  there  near  the  railing,  and  had  got  to  Durant's 
body  just  as  the  police  came  from  the  other  side  of  the  house. 
But  look  here,  Captain  Manson.  This  is  not  my  job,  and  I 
don't  meant  to  be  impertinent.  But — there  was  somebody  in 
the  shrubbery,  and  he  got  the  hell  out  of  there  as  fast  as  he 
could." 

"If  you  saw  somebody,  what  about  the  footsteps  Miss  San- 
derson claims  to  have  heard?  What  about  the  blood  on  the 
rug?  Your  mysterious  intruder  couldn't  have  been  in  two 
places  at  once." 
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"I  think  there'd  have  been  time  for  him  to  run  round  the 
house,  instead  of  toward  the  swimming  pool  as  I'd  thought, 
and  up  the  balcony  stairs.  Where  I  suppose  he  could  have 
stopped  and  listened  to  be  sure  whether  or  not  I  was  follow- 
ing him.  Then  he  could  have  heard  Marny,  and  tiptoed  into 
her  room  and  waited  a  minute  to  see — at  least  to  listen — to 
what  was  going  to  happen.  And  deliberately  place  these  false 
clues.  Just  as  I  think  the  door  was  locked  on  purpose,  so 
Marny  and  I  would  come  back  from  the  Beach  and  find  the 
door  locked — think  about  the  side  door,  come  around  that 
way  and  find  Durant's  body.  Coincidences  may  happen  but 
not  that  conveniently  for  the  murderer.  I  simply  don't  be- 
lieve that  the  fact  that  it  was  Marny  who  found  Cecily  and 
then  again  Marny  who  found  Durant,  could  be  coincidence. 
It  was  planned." 

"Then  to  carry  it  further,  you  think  somebody  in  this 
house  locked  the  front  door  after  murdering  Andre,  went 
down  to  the  hedge  and  was  seen  by  you,  levitated  himself 
somehow  through  the  darkness  and  in  what  must  have  been 
a  very  short  space  of  time  to  the  balcony,  and  waited  for 
Miss  Sanderson  to  find  Durant;  then  left  ashes  and  a  blood- 
stain deliberately  in  her  room;  washed  his  hands  and  cleaned 
ofr"  whatever  instrument  of  murder  was  used  in  that  bath- 
room, walked  out  into  the  hall  and  to  his  own  room  and 
pretended  later  on  to  be  awakened." 

The  smear  of  blood  on  the  rug,  the  look  of  the  washbasin 
having  been  used  and  then  thoroughly  rinsed!  Marny  hadn't 
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gone  that  far.  She'd  only  thought,  vaguely  and  horribly,  o£ 
hands  stained  with  blood.  What  had  Manson  told  them  to 
look  for?  A  hammer,  an  ax,  anything  heavy  and  hard.  But 
now  it  would  be  washed  clean.  It  would  show  no  signs  of 
the  thing  it  had  done.  Bill  said,  looking  very  white,  "I  didn't 
say  that.  There's  only  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wales  and  Winnie  in  the 
house.  Except,  of  course,  Laideau." 

"Why  would  Laideau  kill  his  best  friend?" 

"Laideau  would  slit  his  own  grandmother's  throat  for  a 
dime." 

"That's  not  the  point.  They  worked  together,  Laideau  and 
Durant.  Laideau  profited  by  Durant's  brains.  He  wouldn't 
have  killed  the  goose  that  laid  the  golden  egg.  No.  Miss  San- 
derson, by  your  own  testimony,  they  were  trying  to  black- 
mail you.  Laideau  could  not  have  done  so  without  Durant's 
support.  You  see  for  yourself  it  provides  a  motive  for  your 
murdering  him." 

"But  I  told  you  about  Cecily,"  said  Marny.  "They  couldn't 
have  blackmailed  me  .  .  ." 

"They  could  still  have  made  it  bad  for  you  if  Durant  had 
come  to  trial."  Captain  Manson  paused,  his  eyes  bright  and 
hard.  "I'm  not  the  court  or  the  newspapers  or  the  jury.  I'm 
only  a  police  officer.  They  could  still  have  used  the  threat  of 
publicity  and  jury  evidence." 

Bill  said  suddenly,  "Captain,  we  got  a  general  idea  from 
what  the  doctor  said,  but  will  you  tell  us  exactly  how  Durant 
was  killed?" 
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"He  was  hit  on  the  head,  behind  the  ear,  twice.  Hard.  One 
of  the  blows  apparently  killed  him.  Then  a  slip  knot  was 
neatly  put  around  his  neck.  The  other  end  was  looped  around 
the  balcony  railing,  or  rather,  the  pointed  iron  post  that 
projects  just  at  the  top  of  the  stairs.  He  was  hauled  up  to  a 
sufficient  height  to  get  his  feet  off  the  ground.  Then  the 
knot  was  fastened.  It  was  not  a  herculean  feat  by  any  means. 
The  leverage  was  such  that" — he  gave  a  slight  shrug — "even 
I  could  do  it.  I  tried.  It  was  not  too  hard  a  pull  for  a  woman. 
And  it  need  have  taken  very  little  time.  It  only  required  three 
things — a  weapon,  Durant's  presence  at  near  enough  that 
spot  at  near  enough  the  right  time,  and  a  rope." 

"You  haven't  had  time  to  trace  the  rope?" 

"Not  yet.  It  may  mean  nothing  when  we  do.  It  might  have 
been  merely  a  rope  from  the  garage,  pier,  anywhere.  Some- 
thing anybody  on  the  island  could  have  got." 

"Are  you  limiting  your  suspects  to  people  on  the  island?" 

"I'm  not  limiting  the  suspects,"  said  Captain  Manson  rather 
wearily,  "to  anybody.  But  there  are  certain  probabilities.  One 
is  that  Cecily  Durant  and  Andre  Durant  were  killed  by  the 
same  person.  This  is  because  murder  is  an  unusual  and  des- 
perate act.  The  law  of  averages  and  probabilities  suggests 
one  murderer  rather  than  two.  But  if  there  was  one  mur- 
derer— as  I  believe — there  is  an  extraordinary  conflict  of 
motives.  For  instance,  who  wished  to  do  away  with  Cecily 
Durant  if  it  was  not  her  husband  ?  The  answer  to  that  could 
be  a  woman  who  wanted  to  marry  Andre  Durant,  and 
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whom  Cecily  opposed — even  to  the  point  of  threatening  her 
with  a  gun.  But  would  that  woman  murder  Cecily  to  get 
Durant  and  then  murder  Durant  ?  You  see  ? " 

"If  Cecily  had  not  been  murdered  .  .  ." 

"If  Cecily  had  not  been  murdered  I'd  have  believed  that 
the  motive  in  the  case  of  Andre  Durant's  murder  was  almost 
certainly  fear  or  revenge." 

Both  words  seemed  strange  and  melodramatic  and  yet  con- 
vincing, uttered  in  that  quiet,  businesslike  voice. 

"Fear?"  said  Bill. 

"Fear  of  blackmail." 

"Revenge?" 

"The  revenge  of  some — husband,  father,  brother  .  .  ."Cap- 
tain Manson  shrugged  slightly.  "Any  man  who  had  a  right 
to  resent  Andre  Durant's  treatment  of  a  woman,  and  did  so." 

Bill  Cameron  said  suddenly  and  violently,  "I'd  have  liked 
to  do  it  myself." 

"Frankly,"  said  Captain  Manson,  "so  would  I.  But  the 
law  requires  me  to  discover  his  murderer  and  deliver  that 
murderer  into  the  hands  of  justice.  And  in  this  case  that 
murderer  is  almost  certain  to  have  murdered  Cecily  Durant 
first.  But  I  don't  know  why." 

"Captain  Manson,  who  told  Charlie  Ingram  that  Cecily 
had  seen  Marny?" 

The  detective  replied  to  that  too,  simply  and  directly.  "He 
said  he  had  heard  it,  and  had  seen  Cecily  leave  with  Miss 
Sanderson  following  her." 
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"That's  a  lie,"  said  Bill.  "I  was  on  the  porch.  I'd  have 
seen  him.  Where  was  Charlie  Ingram  tonight  when  we  went 
to  his  house  ?  He  wasn't  at  home." 

"Are  you  suggesting  that  actually  he  did  not  overhear 
anything,  but  that  Cecily  told  him  of  her  meeting  with  Miss 
Sanderson  ?  Are  you  suggesting  he  was  the  person  you  claim 
to  have  followed  tonight  and  who  got  away  from  you?" 

"Somebody  was  there  near  the  garage,"  said  Bill  stub- 
bornly. "Ingram  could  have  rowed  over,  quietly,  from  Sil- 
ver Point.  So  the  police  at  the  gate  wouldn't  have  seen  him." 

There  was  a  long  pause.  Finally  Captain  Manson  said, 
"I've  questioned  Ingram  and  Ingram's  record — for  another 
reason.  So  far  as  I  can  discover  he  had  no  previous  knowl- 
edge of  either  Cecily  Durant  or  Andre.  Why  do  you  think 
he  murdered  Durant?" 

Bill  shrugged.  "Fear,"  he  quoted.  "Or — revenge." 

Unexpectedly  Captain  Manson  went  to  the  door.  "Get  hold 
of  Charlie  Ingram  and  tell  him  to  meet  us  at  the  police  sta- 
tion. In  Miami  Beach.  In  half  an  hour." 

Bill  had  been  sitting  on  the  arm  of  a  chair.  He  got  up 
slowly. 

Captain  Manson  said,  "Come  just  as  you  are,  Miss  San- 
derson. You  can  have  someone  pack  a  bag  for  you  later,  if 
you  need  it." 

Bill  Cameron  looked  white  and  rigid.  He  said  quickly, 
"I'm  coming  too." 


CHAPTER  18 


The  stairway,  hall  and  drawing  room  were  empty.  There 
was  no  sign  of  Tim  or  Winnie  or  Judith  except  ashes  from 
Tim's  cigarettes  in  the  many  trays  in  the  wide  hall.  The 
police  car  was  drawn  up  at  the  door. 

Laideau  went  with  them.  He  was  already  sitting  in  the 
police  car,  huddled  in  a  corner  of  the  back  seat,  his  thick, 
black  hair  and  ugly  pale  face  dimly  visible,  his  great  hands 
clasped  together.  He  did  not  look  at  them  as  they  got  in  and 
did  not  speak. 

The  night  was  still  and  quiet  with  no  faint  suggestion  of 
a  storm.  As  they  went  along  the  causeway  and  turned  on 
Collins  Avenue,  the  policeman  driving  the  car  turned  the 
radio  to  a  news  broadcast  and  got  the  latest  hurricane  warn- 
ing. The  storm  was  still  headed  that  way.  They  listened, 
estimated  wind  velocity,  estimated  the  time  which  it  would 
take  for  the  storm  center  to  reach  the  Beach.  People  were 
warned  all  precautions  should  be  taken — windows  boarded 
up,  children  kept  at  home.  The  Red  Cross  and  the  Coast 
Guard  would  stand  by. 

"It'll  hit  tomorrow  night,"  said  the  policeman  and  turned 
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the  radio  dial.  "I'm  going  to  take  my  wife  to  a  hotel.  We're 
too  near  the  ocean."  He  paused,  his  shoulders  a  black,  bulky 
shadow  ahead  and  added  thoughtfully,  "May  hit  before 
then.  It's  hard  to  tell.  They  can't  always  get  it  right  on 
the  nose.  But  it'll  hit." 

Charlie  Ingram  arrived  in  another  police  car,  shortly  after 
Marny  and  Bill  Cameron  were  ushered  into  Captain  Man- 
son's  office,  leaving  Laideau,  smoking  uneasily,  in  another 
room.  Charlie  looked  sleepy  and  annoyed,  with  puffs  under 
his  eyes,  his  thin  hair  ruffled  and  his  monocle  agitated.  He 
admitted  almost  at  once  that  he  had  not  seen  Cecily  leave 
the  Wales  house  on  the  night  she  was  murdered. 

It  was  hot  in  the  high-ceilinged,  clean  office.  The  windows 
were  open  but  no  breath  of  air  stirred.  Charlie,  sitting  with 
his  legs  crossed,  glanced  rather  nervously  at  Marny  and  at 
Bill  Cameron  and  looked  back  at  Manson  who  sat  at  the 
desk,  leaning  back,  waiting. 

"Thought  you  ought  to  know  the  girl  was  there,"  said 
Charlie.  "But  I  didn't  want  to  tell  you  who  told  me.  Matter 
of  fact,  she  asked  me  not  to  tell  you  at  all.  But  I  .  .  ."  He 
shrugged.  "I  thought  you  ought  to  know  it.  So  I  just  said 
that  /  had  seen  the  girl  leave." 

Manson  leaned  forward  and  put  his  elbows  on  the  desk. 
"You  do  realize  that  this  is  a  murder  inquiry,  don't  you, 
Mr.  Ingram?" 

Charlie  blinked.  "Why,  certainly,  old  chap.  It's  why  I 
thought  I'd  better  not  bring  Judith  into  it." 
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"Judith  .  .  ."  said  Marny  and  stopped. 

Captain  Manson  said,  "You  mean  that  Mrs.  Wales  told 
you  that  Cecily  Durant  had  seen  Miss  Sanderson?" 

Charlie  hesitated,  swung  his  monocle  on  its  ribbon,  cleared 
his  throat  and  said  finally,  "Well,  yes.  Said  she  had  seen 
the  girl,  or  overheard  her  talking  to  Marny  or  something. 
Said — well,  I  don't  think  she  really  meant  to  tell  me.  Asked 
me  not  to  tell  anyone.  But  it  seemed  to  me  you  ought  to  know 
that  the  girl — Durant 's  wife,  I  mean — actually  had  a  gun. 
Thought  it  my  duty  to  tell  you."  He  turned  to  Marny.  "Hope 
Fve  not  got  you  into  trouble,  Marny.  I  didn't  mean  to.  I 
just  thought  the  police  ought  to  know  the  girl  was  running 
around  with  a  gun.  Shows  she  had  some  thought  of  suicide." 
He  swung  his  monocle  with  a  righteous  and  indignant  air. 

Manson  said  slowly,  "A  little  thing  like  perjury  wouldn't 
bother  you?" 

Charlie's  eyes  popped  open.  "Perjury!  My  dear  fellow, 
really!  I  was  only  doing Iny  duty." 

"Didn't  it  occur  to  you  that  your  story  was  likely  to  make 
the  police  suspect  Marny?"  demanded  Bill  Cameron  hotly. 
"Do  you  think  you  were  doing  your  duty  when  in  order  to 
protect  Mrs.  Wales  you  deliberately  turn  suspicion  toward 
Marny?"  He  was  standing,  big  and  solid  and  so  obviously 
angry  that  Charlie  Ingram  gave  an  uneasy  wriggle  in  his 
chair. 

"Now,  now,  old  chap,"  he  said  protestingly.  "Now,  now, 
no  need  to  get  upset.  I  didn't  intend  to  do  anything  of  the 
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kind.  I  only  thought  they  ought  to  know  Cecily  Durant 
had  been  there  and  had  had  a  gun.  I  didn't  thin!:  Marny 
had  shot  her.  Not  for  a  minute.  But  I  couldn't  tell  about 
the  girl  without  telling  that  it  was  Marny  she  had  come  to 
see,  could  I?  And  still  there  was  no  need  to  drag  Judith 
into  it."  He  lifted  his  scant  eyebrows  and  stooped  shoulders 
and  turned  appealingly  to  Captain  Manson.  "Seems  per- 
fectly clear  to  me." 

Probably,  thought  Marny  rather  wearily,  nothing  had  ever 
been  quite  clear  in  Charlie's  mind  except  how  to  shoot  and 
how  to  play  tennis  and  how  to  tell  a  pleasant  and  innocuous 
story  at  a  dinner  table.  He  was  devoted  to  Judith.  The  mud- 
dled reasoning  arising  from  that  devotion  was  perfectly 
comprehensible.  Even  Captain  Manson  seemed  to  see  that. 
He  fingered  a  blotter  on  the  desk  and  said,  "False  witness  is 
not  a  pleasant  thing,  Mr.  Ingram,  no  matter  how  much  you 
disguise  it.  Is  there  anything  else  you've  told  me  that  was 
not  true?" 

"Now,  now,  see  here!"  Charlie  was  ruffled  and  worried. 
He  leaned  forward  in  his  chair,  staring  earnestly  at  the  de- 
tective. "I'm  no  liar.  It's  not  sporting,  you  know.  I  only — 
well,  one  must  protect  one's  friends,  you  know.  It  didn't 
seem  to  me  to  matter  whether  /  had  seen  the  Durant  girl 
or  Judith  had  seen  her!  Merely  a  gesture  on  my  part  .  .  ." 

Bill  Cameron  said,  "A  damned  unpleasant  gesture!" 

Charlie  Ingram  jumped  up.  "I  don't  like  your  tone,  Com- 
mander .  .  ." 
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Captain  Manson  interrupted  crisply,  "Will  you  sit  down, 
please,  Commander  ?  You,  too,  Mr.  Ingram.  If  you  want  to 
fight  you  can  do  it  outside,  but  I'm  too  busy  just  now  to 
bother  with  you.  Now  then,  when  did  Mrs.  Wales  tell 
you  that  she  had  seen  Cecily  Durant  with  Miss  Sanderson  ? 
How  much  exactly  of  their  conversation  had  she  overheard?" 

Bill  Cameron  stood  exactly  where  he  was.  Charlie  settled 
back  into  his  chair  and  looked  at  Captain  Manson.  "I  told  you 
all  that,"  he  said  sulkily. 

"Tell  me  again." 

"Well,  it  seems  silly.  It's  already  a  part  of  your  record, 
isn't  it?" 

"Go  on." 

"All  right.  All  right.  Give  me  a  chance  to  get  my  breath." 
He  frowned.  "I  think  it  was  early  the  morning  after  the 
murder.  After  Cecily  Durant's  murder.  Judith  said  .  .  .  Oh, 
I  told  you  everything.  She  said  that  she  thought  the  Durant 
girl  had  killed  herself  because  she  knew  that  she  had  a  gun. 
I  said,  I  suppose — one  can't  remember  exactly — but  I  think 
I  said,  'How  do  you  know?'  Or  words  to  that  effect." 

Bill  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets  with  a  gesture  of 
strongly  withheld  violence,  seemed  to  remember  he  was  in 
uniform  and  jerked  them  out  again,  as  violently.  Charlie 
glanced  nervously  toward  him.  The  detective  said,  "Go  on." 

"Yes.  Well,  I'm  doing  the  best  I  can,  you  know.  One  can't 
always  remember  these  things  exactly.  However" — he  went 
on  rather  hurriedly  as  Bill  Cameron  seemed  again  to  control 
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incipient  violence — "however,  I  do  remember  that  Judith 
said,  'Never  mind  how  I  know,'  or  something  like  that.  And 
added  that  I'd  better  not  tell  the  police  because  it  might 
sound  as  if  Marny  had  been  having  an  affair  with  Durant. 
I  said  why  ?  And  she  told  me  then  that  the  girl  had  threat- 
ened Marny  with  the  revolver  and  had  said  that  Marny 
couldn't  take  Andre  away  from  her,  that  she — I  mean  the 
Durant  girl — wouldn't  let  her.  It  was  something  like  that. 
I  can't  remember  the  exact  words.  I  told  you,  Captain,"  said 
Charlie  with  suddenly  assumed  dignity,  putting  his  monocle 
carefully  in  his  eye,  "I  told  you  that  I  myself  had  heard  the 
Durant  girl  and  Marny  talking.  I  told  you  then,  when  it  was 
much  fresher  in  my  mind,  what  Judith  had  heard  them  say. 
The  only  difference  was  that  I  told  you  that  I  had  been  on 
the  porch  and  they  had  been  on  the  balcony  and  I  had  heard 
it  all.  The  actual  fact  is,  of  course,  that  Judith  must  have 
been  there." 

"She  was  not  on  the  porch,"  said  Bill  Cameron,  biting  out 
the  words. 

"Was  she  on  the  balcony?"  asked  Captain  Manson,  turn- 
ing to  Marny. 

"Not  when  Cecily  ran  out  of  my  room  and  I  followed  her. 
I  saw  no  one.  Except  Commander  Cameron,  on  the  porch 
below." 

"Was  the  door  open?  The  door  from  your  room  to  the 
balcony?" 

"Yes." 
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"Then  could  Mrs.  Wales  have  overheard  without  your 
knowing  it?  If,  say,  she  happened  onto  the  balcony?" 

"Yes.  Yes,  I  suppose  so.  But  I  didn't  think  ..."  A  fleet- 
ing, odd  memory  checked  her.  Some  time  after  her  swim 
with  Andre  someone  had  passed  along  the  balcony.  She  had 
not  heard  anyone.  She  had  caught  only  a  glimpse  of  a  shadow 
passing  briefly  across  the  bed  and  vanishing.  As  if  someone 
had  been  there.  But  it  hadn't  been  Judith.  She  remembered 
the  exact  time.  Judith  had  just  gone  into  the  hall.  And  it  was 
before  she  had  emerged  from  the  bathroom  to  find  Cecily 
Durant,  pale  and  thin  and  young,  standing  there  with  her 
wide,  frightened  eyes  and  her  badly  painted  mouth,  and 
the  gun  hidden  in  her  hands. 

"What  is  it,  Miss  Sanderson  ?  What  have  you  remembered  ? 
Tell  me  .  .  ." 

She  told  him  slowly,  trying  to  recapture  what  was  at  best 
an  elusive  and  swift  impression.  The  detective  said,  "But 
then  it  couldn't  have  been  Judith  Wales." 

"Couldn't  it  have  been  Cecily?"  asked  Bill  Cameron. 

Captain  Manson  looked  at  him  slowly  and  said  pointedly, 
"Will  you  please  sit  down,  Commander,  and  permit  me  to 
question  in  my  own  way?" 

"Sorry."  Bill  Cameron  was  plainly  not  sorry  and  he  was 
plainly  still  angry  and  resentful  of  Charlie's  explanation.  He 
went  over  to  a  chair  and  sat  down,  looking  remarkably 
solid,  as  if  he'd  be  very  hard  to  move.  Captain  Manson 
rubbed  his  wrinkled  brown  hands  through  his  hair  and 
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across  his  eyes.  He  said,  "All  these  things  take  time.  Now 
then,  I'd  like  you  to  go  back,  please,  to  the  time  of  your 
arrival  in  Miami,  Miss  Sanderson.  Tell  me  exactly  what  hap- 
pened. As  if  you  were  making  a  timetable.  Up  to  the  time 
you  found  Mrs.  Durant  murdered."  He  pressed  a  bell  on  his 
desk  and  a  policeman  came  in.  "Will  you  take  this?"  said 
Captain  Manson  and  the  policeman  went  to  another  small 
desk  and  came  back  with  a  pad  and  a  pencil.  He  looked  at 
Manson  as  he  adjusted  the  tablet  on  his  knee.  "Fellow  called 
Laideau  says  he  wants  to  see  you,"  he  said. 

"He'll  see  me  all  right,"  said  the  detective,  looking  grim 
and  tired.  "Now  then,  Miss  Sanderson.  You  arrived  at  the 
airport  at  about  six.  Who  met  you?  Start  from  there." 

She  did.  Their  ride  home  to  Shadow  Island,  her  swim,  Bill 
Cameron's  arrival. 

Captain  Manson  interrupted  there  and  said  to  Bill,  "About 
what  time  was  that?" 

"I  don't  know  exactly.  I  should  say  around  six-thirty.  At 
any  rate,  there  was  time  for  me  to  go  to  the  house,  present 
my  letter  to  Miss  Wales,  and  drive  back  to  my  hotel,  after 
she  asked  me  to  dinner,  change  into  whites  and  return  to 
Shadow  Island.  In  all  it  must  have  taken  me  a  little  less 
than  an  hour.  I  got  a  taxi  both  ways.  Happened  to  get  one 
without  waiting,  at  the  entrance  to  the  causeway,  and  there 
was  one  at  the  door  of  the  hotel  when  I  came  out.  It  was 
about,  I  think,  seven-thirty,  when  I  saw  Cecily  run  down 
the  stairs  from  the  balcony." 
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"Will  you  go  on,  Miss  Sanderson?" 

Andre  Durant  had  come  while  she  was  still  talking  to 
Commander  Cameron.  Commander  Cameron  had  left  the 
swimming  pool.  She  had  not  known  that  he'd  gone  to  the 
house.  She  and  Andre  Durant  had  remained  in  the  pool  for 
perhaps  ten  to  fifteen  minutes,  or  even  longer.  While  they 
were  swimming,  Charlie  Ingram  had  come  past  and  stopped 
to  speak  to  them.  Again  the  detective  verified  it. 

Charlie  Ingram  said,  yes,  that  was  right.  "I'd  been  down 
at  the  tennis  court.  Winnie  had  had  a  racket  restrung  for 
me  and  I  walked  over  from  Silver  Point  to  pick  it  up. 
Thought  I'd  just  stroll  around  past  the  pool  to  see  if  any- 
body was  there  and  there  was.  Marny  and  this  Durant  chap. 
Stopped  to  speak  to  them,  although  I  never  liked  him. 
Thought  he  was  a  rat.  Well,  anyway,  I  was  polite  and  then 
went  on  back  home." 

"Did  you  go  to  the  Wales  house  at  all?" 

"No.  Never  went  near.  Knew  my  own  racket,  and  Win- 
nie'd  been  trying  it;  said  she'd  leave  it  there  for  me.  Mat- 
ter of  fact,  I'd  nearly  forgotten  it.  Wouldn't  have  done  to 
leave  it  out  overnight,  you  know.  No,  I  didn't  go  to  the 
house." 

"Did  you  see  anyone  besides  Miss  Sanderson  and  Durant? 
Commander  Cameron,  for  instance?" 

Charlie  shook  his  head.  "Didn't  see  anyone.  No,  wait  a 
minute."  He  paused,  swinging  his  monocle,  frowning  ab- 
sently, pale-blue  eyes  looking  popped  and  anxious.  "I  didn't 
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see  anybody,"  he  said  carefully,  "but  I  got  a  sort  of  impres- 
sion that  somebody  was  walking  along  the  driveway  as  I 
came  through  the  hedge  from  the  pool  and — well,  as  if  who- 
ever it  was  ducked  into  the  shrubbery.  Now  understand,  I 
didn't  see  anybody.  I  just  had  a — a  notion  that  somebody 
was  there."  His  manner  was  one  of  exaggerated  caution  and 
care  as  if  henceforth,  following  the  detective's  reprimand, 
he  intended  to  stick  to  the  very  letter  of  the  truth.  It  was 
meant  probably  to  be  also  exasperating  for  he  still  looked 
sulky.  The  detective  said,  "What  gave  you  that  notion?  A 
sound,  footsteps  on  the  gravel?  Someone  talking?  Or,  say, 
the  shrubbery  moving  as  if  someone  had  just  passed  through 
the  hedge?" 

Charlie,  still  sulky,  gave  himself  a  little  more  time  to  think 
than  was  absolutely  necessary.  He  said  then,  however,  with 
an  effect  of  honesty,  "I  really  don't  know,  Captain.  I  only 
remember  that  the  thought  crossed  my  mind  that — well,  it's 
just  as  I  tell  you.  I  thought  someone  was  around  somewhere, 
but  I  didn't  see  anybody."  He  considered  for  a  moment  and 
reaffirmed  it  with  an  energetic  nod. 

And  Marny  said  suddenly,  "I  thought  that,  too.  I  thought 
someone  was  at  the  opening  of  the  hedge,  there  near  the 
driveway.  I  looked  twice.  But  no  one  was  there." 

There  was,  she  thought,  something  a  little  too  sharp  and 
shrewd  in  the  detective's  eyes.  He  said,  "So  you  didn't  ac- 
tually see  this  mysterious  presence  either?" 

Bill  Cameron's  hands  clinched  angrily  again  around  the 
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arms  o£  his  chair.  She  said,  feeling  her  face  grow  hot,  "No. 
I  only  remember  it  because  I  looked  twice.  I  don't  know  why. 
I  thought,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  that  it  was  Commander  Cam- 
eron." 

"Did  you  linger  at  the  hedge  or  did  you  go  straight  to  the 
house,  Commander?'* 

"I  told  you,"  said  Bill  Cameron.  "I  went  straight  to  the 
house.  The  houseman  answered  the  bell  and  let  me  into  the 
hall.  I  waited  for  a  minute  while  he  gave  my  card  to  Miss 
Wales,  who  was,  I  think,  in  the  dining  room.  At  any  rate 
she  came  from  there.  If  you  mean  did  I  see  anyone  along 
the  drive,  I  didn't.  But  I  couldn't  have  seen  anyone,  the 
way  the  driveway  curves  and  through  all  that  heavy  shrub- 
bery. That  doesn't  mean  that  nobody  was  there." 

Captain  Manson  said  rather  dryly,  "I  don't  like  a  mys- 
terious intruder  whom  nobody  really  sees.  Can  you  swear 
that  somebody  was  there,  Miss  Sanderson?  Did  you  actu- 
ally hear  or  see  anyone  after  Mr.  Ingram  went  away?" 

"No.  Except  as  I  told  you,  I  thought  someone  went  along 
the  balcony  .  .  ." 

"But  that  was  just  as  Mrs.  Wales  was  leaving  your  room 
and  before  Cecily  Durant  came  to  you,"  reminded  the  de- 
tective. Bill  Cameron  stirred  restively  and  said,  "Captain,  if 
you  don't  mind,  suppose  that  was  Cecily  Durant  on  her 
way  to  Durant,  or  someone  else  .  .  ." 
"Who?"  said  the  detective  again. 
Bill  Cameron  shrugged.  "Anybody."  Charlie  Ingram  ap- 
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peared  to  catch  some  hidden  meaning  in  his  voice  and 
turned  to  look  at  him  sharply  and  antagonistically.  "Do 
you  mean  that  Cecily  herself  went  to  see  Judith?"  he  de- 
manded. "She  didn't.  For  one  thing,  Judith's  room  is  at  the 
front  of  the  house." 

"If  Cecily  had  never  visited  the  Wales  house,  she  couldn't 
know  that." 

"Well,  it  doesn't  matter,"  said  Charlie.  "Judith  would 
have  told  me  if  Cecily  had  come  to  her.  Judith  never  keeps 
anything  a  secret." 

"Except  from  the  police,"  said  Captain  Manson  again 
rather  dryly.  He  turned  to  Marny.  "After  Mr.  Ingram  left, 
you  and  Durant  swam  for  a  while?" 

"Yes." 

"It  was  as  you  left  the  pool  and  were  approaching  the 
house  that  you  had  your — that  is — interview  with  him?" 

"Yes,"  said  Marny.  Interview!  How  unreal  that  moment 
with  Andre  seemed  and  how  unimportant.  As  if  it  had 
never  touched  her  life  at  all.  She  said,  yes,  conscious  of 
Charlie's  quick  and  interested  regard.  And  went  on.  They 
had  come  to  the  house  and  had  gone  up  the  winding  stair- 
way to  the  balcony.  She  had  gone  into  her  room  and  there 
had  talked  for  a  few  moments  to  Mrs.  Wales.  Later  Cecily 
had  come. 

Bill  had  heard  it  all  before  and  so  had  Captain  Manson. 
Charlie  listened  so  hard  that  his  monocle  fell  out  twice.  She 
did  not,  because  Charlie  was  there,  mention  Laideau's  and 
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Andre's  attempt  to  blackmail  her,  and  neither  did  Cap- 
tain Manson.  He  made,  indeed,  no  comment  at  all,  but 
turned  to  Charlie.  "Will  you  give  me  your  story  again?" 
he  said. 
"Mine!  But  I  told  you.  I  don't  know  a  thing  about  .  .  ." 
"Begin  when  you  left  the  swimming  pool." 
"But  you  know  .  .  .  Oh,  all  right,  all  right.  I've  no  ob- 
jections, I'm  sure.  Question  me  all  night  if  you  like,"  said 
Charlie  with  wounded  sarcasm  and  began.  It  was  very  short. 
He  walked  along  the  causeway  to  Silver  Point,  went  to  his 
house,  changed  and  returned.  He  saw  no  one  along  the  way 
either  time,  except  Edward,  the  chauffeur,  who  was  read- 
ing the  paper  on  the  bench  in  front  of  the  small  gate  house. 
He  reached  the  house  after  Judith,  Andre  and  Commander 
Cameron  were  already  in  the  drawing  room.  Winnie  met 
him  in  the  hall  so  they  entered  the  room  together  and  Tim 
Wales  came  from  somewhere  .  .  . 
"Somewhere?"  queried  Captain  Manson. 
Charlie  shrugged.  "I  don't  know  where,"  he  said  testily. 
"I  wasn't  thinking  of  murder,  for  God's  sake,  or  suspecting 
my  best  friends!  Maybe  the  study.  Maybe  the  dining  room. 
I  don't  know.  Anyway,  there  he  was  and  I  was  shaking 
hands  and  Judith  was  introducing  Commander  Cameron, 
and  Winnie  said  something  about  dinner  and  all  at  once, 
he" — he  shot  a  sulky  glance  at  Bill  Cameron — "hared  off 
through  the  porch.  Disappeared.  Marny  wasn't  down.  Judith 
told  me  to  go  after  Cameron  and  tell  him  dinner  was  about 
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to  be  served.  So  I  did.  There  they  were  by  the  bamboos.  Girl 
was  dead.  That's  all." 

"How  about  tonight?" 

"Tonight?  Good  God,  I  don't  know  a  thing  about  it!  If 
you  think  I  killed  Durant  .  .  ." 

"Where  were  you  tonight?  About  eleven?" 

Charlie  turned  bright  purple  and  exploded.  "It's  none  of 
your  business!  I  didn't  murder  Durant  and  I  didn't  know 
a  thing  about  it  till  one  of  your  men  phoned  me  and  rousted 
me  out  to  come  down  here.  Durant  deserved  murder,  but  I 
didn't  do  it.  And  I'll  raise  hell  with  you  for  false  arrest  if 
you  don't  let  me  out  of  here." 

Captain  Manson  looked  singularly  unimpressed  and  a  po- 
liceman opened  the  door  and  stuck  his  head  in.  "Captain, 
this  guy  Laideau  out  here  wants  you  to  arrest  him.  Says  he 
had  nothing  to  do  with  the  murder,  but  if  he  goes  back  to 
Shadow  Island  he'll  be  murdered  himself!" 


CHAPTER  79 


"Bring  him  in  here/'  said  Captain  Manson. 

Laideau  came  in,  sallow,  his  great  shoulders  hunched, 
looking  at  no  one.  And  he  was  either  genuinely  afraid  or 
he  achieved  a  remarkably  convincing  pretence  of  fear.  After 
the  first  few  moments,  Marny  unwillingly  acknowledged 
that  to  herself  and  she  thought  Bill  Cameron  did  the  same. 
Charlie  Ingram,  obviously  having  decided  that  Laideau  and 
only  Laideau  could  have  murdered  Cecily  Durant  and 
Andre,  swung  his  monocle  and  listened  with  an  air  of 
haughty  disbelief.  There  was  no  way  of  telling  what  the 
detective  believed,  but  he  questioned  Laideau  at  length,  as 
the  minutes  of  the  hot  night  ticked  away. 

It  was  clearly,  in  many  ways,  a  repetition  of  former  bouts 
of  inquiry.  But  Marny  had  not  heard  Laideau's  story  in  de- 
tail; neither,  probably,  had  Bill  and  Charlie  Ingram.  She 
wondered  why  the  detective  went  over  it  again  so  lengthily 
and  concluded  it  was  for  the  same  reason  that  he  had  asked 
her  to  repeat  her  own  story — in  the  hope  of  finding  some 
previously  overlooked  loophole  for  inquiry,  and  because  the 
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murder  of  Andre  Durant  had  given  a  different  slant  to  the 
course  of  that  inquiry.  Before  his  murder,  the  detective 
had  admittedly  suspected  Andre.  His  inquiry  had  been, 
naturally,  directed  by  that  suspicion.  Now  he  must  back- 
track, repeat,  seek  again  through  a  maze  of  facts  for  some- 
one who  could  have  murdered  Cecily  and  Andre. 

But  Laideau's  story,  she  thought  from  something  in  Cap- 
tain Manson's  attitude,  did  not  vary  from  his  previous  story. 
He  had  taken  Cecily  in  a  rowboat  to  the  island  because  she 
had  insisted  upon  going. 

"She  knew  her  husband  had  returned  from  New  York?" 

"I  told  you  that.  He  told  me  he  was  coming  and  I  made 
the  mistake  of  telling  her.  She  insisted  on  going  to  see  him. 
She'd  been  nervous  and  hysterical  all  week.  I  couldn't  do  a 
thing  with  her.  She  threatened  to  come  by  taxi  and  make  a 
scene,  so  I  thought  it  better  to  take  her  myself." 

"Why  did  you  row  across?" 

Laideau's  little  eyes  shot  a  quick,  ugly  look  at  the  detec- 
tive and  lowered  swiftly  again.  He  thrust  his  great  hands 
into  the  pockets  of  his  soiled  white  slacks.  "No  reason.  I 
thought  it  was  a  good  idea,  that's  all." 

"You  didn't  do  it  because  you  didn't  want  anyone  to  know 
you  and  she  were  on  the  island?" 

"I  didn't  want  a  public  scene.  Maybe  I  thought  the  row 
would  calm  her  down.  Anyway,  that's  what  I  did  and  I 
can't  change  it.  I  let  her  off  at  the  pier  and  I  stayed  in  the 
boat." 
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"You  didn't  come  on  the  island  at  all?" 

"No.  I've  told  you  .  .  ." 

"Go  on." 

It  was  brief.  He  had  waited  for  Cecily,  but  he  didn't  know 
how  long.  He  had  no  watch.  It  seemed  a  long  time  but 
probably  wasn't.  She  came  at  last,  running  down  to  the  pier. 
She  wouldn't  answer  any  of  his  questions.  She  got  into  the 
boat  and  they  started  off  away  from  the  island  and  all  at  once 
she  said  she  had  to  go  back.  Again  she  was  hysterical  and 
determined,  so  he  took  her  back.  She  got  out  on  the  pier, 
and  this  time  instead  of  waiting  near  the  pier,  he  rowed 
out  into  the  bay,  toward  Miami  Beach.  "Why?"  said  Cap- 
tain Manson  and  Laideau  shrugged.  "I  didn't  want  to  be 
in  on  anything.  I  was  ready  to  wash  my  hands  of  her.  I 
didn't  know  what  she  was  going  to  do  and  I  didn't  care. 
I  thought  I'd  done  enough  for  Durant  to  keep  her  quiet 
for  the  last  month  or  so." 

Captain  Manson  leaned  forward.  "Why  should  you  keep 
her  quiet  for  the  last  month  or  so?" 

But  Laideau's  eyes  were  stubborn  and  impenetrable.  "No 
special  reason,  except  she'd  been  hard  to  manage  ever  since 
they  separated.  I  stayed  at  the  Villa  Nova  to  be  near  her. 
Andre  went  to  another  hotel  and  then  was  invited  to  the 
Wales'  island.  It  seemed  a  good  idea  for  him  to  go,  we — he 
was  short  of  money." 

"You  say  you  rowed  out  into  the  bay?" 

"Yes.  I  told  you  that  at  least  twenty  times.  I  didn't  hear 
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any  sound  of  a  shot.  I  didn't  know  she  had  a  gun.  I  suppose 
it  was  my  gun,  for  it's  gone,  as  I  told  you.  I  did  hear  an  air- 
plane go  overhead  and  it  seemed  very  low  and  may  have 
been  the  Navy  plane,  but  I  didn't  look  up.  There  were  sev- 
eral motor  boats — I  remember  that.  After  a  while — it's  exactly 
as  I  told  you — after  a  while  it  was  getting  dark  and  I  thought 
she'd  gone  to  the  house  to  see  Andre  and  he  could  see  to 
her.  I  rowed  back  to  the  Beach  and  had  a  bite  to  eat  and 
had  just  got  back  to  the  Villa  Nova  when  you  phoned." 

Captain  Manson  said  suddenly,  "I  understand  you  wish  to 
be  arrested?  On  what  charge?  Why?" 

Laideau  got  up  with  the  sinuous,  slow  ease  of  a  feral  ani- 
mal. His  little  eyes  shone  in  the  light.  "Because  whoever  got 
him  is  going  to  get  me  next.  That's  why!  I  don't  care  what 
the  hell  charge  you  arrest  me  on.  But  if  you've  got  any  de- 
cency you'll  put  me  where  I'm  safe.  I'm  afraid  of  Shadow 
Island." 

Charlie  sat  forward.  Captain  Manson  said,  "Why?" 

"I  told  you." 

'  Why  was  Durant  killed?" 

"I  don't  know.  I  don't  know  anything  about  it.  I  was 
asleep." 

"Did  he  know  who  murdered  his  wife?" 

There  was  a  slight  pause,  then  Laideau  said,  "No." 

And  stuck  to  it.  He  knew  of  no  motive  for  either  murder, 
but  he  was  afraid.  He  reiterated  it,  he  turned  ugly  and 
mean,  he  refused  to  return  to  Shadow  Island  and  said  that 
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his  refusal  alone  ought  to  make  them  place  him  under  arrest. 
Eventually  Captain  Manson  sent  him  away  with  a  police- 
man. 

"But  he  did  it,"  cried  Charlie.  "He  did  it!  He's  lying! 
He  thinks  if  he  pretends  to  be  afraid  it'll  go  to  clear  him.  He 
murdered  both  of  them." 

"Why?"  said  Captain  Manson.  "There's  no  motive  for 
Laideau  to  have  murdered  either  of  them." 

"He's  a  thug  and  a  cutthroat.  .  .  ." 

"That's  your  opinion,  Mr.  Ingram,"  said  Captain  Manson 
and  got  up.  "Can  you  prove  it?  Now  will  you  all  come  with 
me,  please?" 

They  followed  him  into  another  room.  The  policeman 
with  the  notebook  went  with  them,  another  policeman  in 
the  hall  unlocked  the  door  of  the  room  into  which  they  were 
led,  and  turned  on  the  lights.  It  was  a  small  bare  room  with 
extraordinarily  bright  lights.  Marny  was  suddenly  aware 
that  both  policemen  had  placed  their  hands  in  a  business- 
like way  upon  the  revolvers  at  their  belts.  And  then  she  saw 
why. 

Charlie  Ingram  gave  a  kind  of  squeal.  Bill  Cameron 
stopped  dead  still  and  stared.  On  the  table,  brightly  lighted, 
lay  a  curious  small  assortment  of  objects. 

One  was  a  revolver.  Another  was  Andre  Durant's  cigarette 
case.  On  a  plate  was  a  little  horde  of  half-smoked  cigarettes. 
On  another  plate  lay  three  brown  and  withered  flowers, 
hibiscus,  broken  off  short.  There  was  a  small,  plain  gold 
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earring;  there  was  a  narrow  black  ribbon  which  looked  as 
if  it  had  been  twisted  and  broken. 

Charlie  recognized  the  ribbon.  He  clutched  at  his  monocle 
and  cried,  "That's  mine!  That's  like  .  .  .  How  did  it  get 
there}'"' 

It  matched  the  ribbon  on  his  monocle.  Captain  Manson 
said,  "Exhibits.  The  revolver  was  found  tonight,  not  in  the 
bay  but  hidden  under  some  sand  along  the  sandy  strip  there 
by  the  pier.  We  found  it  by  pouring  water  over  the  sandy 
strip;  bubbles  came  up  just  there  and  we  dug.  The  revolver 
belongs  to  Laideau;  we've  checked  it." 

"My  ribbon  .  .  ." 

"Wait,  please.  The  cigarettes  are  the  brand  smoked  con- 
stantly by  Mr.  Wales.  They  are  in  every  room  in  the  house 
at  Shadow  Island.  But  we  managed  to  get  one  (rather 
smudged  but  identifiable)  fingerprint  which  checks  with 
the  middle  finger  of  Mr.  Wales'  right  hand.  These  cigarette 
ends,  three  of  them,  you  will  note,  were  found  down  by  the 
pier,  not  far  from  the  bamboo  hedge.  Mr.  Wales  had  already 
told  me  that  he  had  not  gone  to  the  pier  until  after  Cecily 
Durant  was  murdered.  The  gold  earring  is  one  of  a  pair 
belonging  to  Winnie  Wales.  The  other  was  in  her  jewel 
case  in  her  dressing  room;  it  was  unlocked,  in  a  drawer. 
But  that  earring  was  found  only  a  few  inches  from  the  body 
of  Cecily  Durant,  under  the  bamboos.  Miss  Wales  has  ad- 
mitted owning  it,  but  says  she  had  not  worn  the  earrings 
in  several  days  and  does  not  know  how  it  got  there  and 
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that  she,  too,  was  not  at  the  pier  or  near  it  during  the  time 
when  Cecily  Durant  must  have  been  murdered.  Those 
withered  flowers  are  hibiscus  blossoms  and  Miss  Sanderson 
is  the  only  one  in  the  household  who  has  admitted  to 
being  at  the  pool  and  near  the  hibiscus  hedge  that  night." 

"I  didn't  break  off  a  flower.  I  never  thought  of  it.  .  .  ." 

Bill  Cameron  interrupted.  He  said,  "I'm  the  only  person 
not  represented  here.  I — and  unless  I'm  wrong,  Judith 
Wales." 

Captain  Manson  did  not  reply. 

And  they  were  wrong.  There  was  Judith's  bloodstained 
handkerchief,  thought  Marny.  Only  Winnie  had  found  that 
instead  of  the  police,  and  had  destroyed  it.  Bill  said,  "False 
clues?  All  of  them?  Planted?" 

"I  don't  know,"  said  the  detective. 

"But  I  tell  you  my  ribbon  .  .  ."  began  Charlie,  sweat- 
ing. The  detective  said,  "It  too  was  found  not  far  from  the 
place  where  the  body  lay." 

"But  I  wasn't  there  till  after  she  was  murdered!  I  swear 
it!  I  don't  know  ...  I  can't  imagine  ...  I  often  break  rib- 
bons ...  I  keep  a  supply  of  them.  They  seem  to  break  so 
easily." 

He  was  twirling  his  monocle  madly.  Bill  said,  "You  work 
them  too  hard." 

"Did  you  break  one  anywhere  near  the  pier  recently?" 
asked  Captain  Manson  quickly. 

Charlie  was  again  a  deep,  angry  purple.  "No!  I've  not  been 
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near  .  .  .  Well,  anyway,  I  can't  remember.  I  don't  know* 
But  I  didn't  murder  the  girl!" 

Bill  Cameron  said  quietly,  "Which  is  the  true  clue,  Cap- 
tain?" 

The  detective  looked  at  him  quickly.  It  was  a  brief,  oddly 
communicative  glance.  Bill  added,  "Or  perhaps  there  is  no 
true  clue.  Perhaps  it's  the  absence  of  a  clue.  There  is  noth- 
ing there  which  leads  to  Mrs.  Wales." 

Charlie,  slower  on  the  uptake,  stared,  spluttered  and  cried, 
"You  can't  mean  that  you  suspect  that  Judith  did  this  on 
purpose!  Planted  clues  to  everybody  except  herself  on  pur- 
pose! To  make  you  suspect  everybody — Tim  and  Laideau 
and  Andre  and  Winnie  and  Marny  and  me  and — everybody 
but  Cameron!  Why,  it's  impossible!  It's  mad!  It's  .  .  ."  he 
stuttered  and  searched  for  a  word  and  cried,  "It's  fiendish!" 

"But  there  was  a  clue  to  Judith,"  said  Marny.  "A  hand- 
kerchief with  her  initial  on  it.  .  .  ."  She  told  them,  quickly, 
the  bright  lights  beating  down  upon  her  face  and  in  her 
eyes.  And  told  it  again,  slowly,  while  the  policeman  with 
the  notebook  and  pencil  took  it  down  word  for  word.  Cap- 
tain Manson  questioned  her.  "Where  did  Miss  Wales  find 
it?" 

"She  wouldn't  say." 

"You  are  sure  it  was  a  handkerchief  belonging  to  Mrs, 
Wales?" 

"No.  But  it  was  initialed  with  a  'J'" 

"Are  you  sure  the  stains  were  blood?" 
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"Yes.  Well,  no.  I  thought  it  was  blood.  It  could  have  been 
anything  reddish-brown.  It  looked  like  bloodstains." 

"Why  didn't  you  tell  me  this  before?" 

She  explained  swiftly.  "I  didn't  think  you'd  believe  me. 
I  had  no  proof.  And  it  would  have  sounded  as  if  I  had  in- 
vented it  to  try  to  clear  myself  by  implicating  Judith.  Be- 
sides I — I  don't  think  she  did  it." 

"It's  hard  to  believe  that  anybody  could  murder,"  said 
the  detective  quietly.  "Murder  itself  is  almost  incomprehen- 
sible. But  it  happened." 

Charlie  blustered,  "It's  all  nonsense!  Judith  didn't  kill  her 
or  Durant.  Somebody's  trying  to  implicate  everybody  but 
himself."  He  glared  at  Bill  Cameron,  who  grinned  a  little, 
unexpectedly  and  said,  "Do  you  think  that  makes  me  the 
prime  suspect,  Ingram?" 

Captain  Manson  coughed.  "But  there  is  a  clue.  Will  you 
come  over  here,  please?" 

Another  table  stood  against  the  wall.  The  policeman 
snapped  on  a  bright  drop  light  above  it,  disclosing  an  array 
of  gray,  white,  irregular  shapes. 

"Casts,"  said  the  detective.  "We  made  a  moulage  of  foot- 
prints and  marks  around  Cecily  Durant's  body  as  it  lay  on 
the  grass,  just  beyond  the  strip  of  sand.  We  did  not  get 
anything  satisfactory.  However,  we  did  get  this,  Com- 
mander." He  touched  a  cast  lightly — an  irregular,  rough- 
looking  surface,  with  marks  made  upon  it.  "If  you  look 
closely,"  said  Captain  Manson,  "you'll  find  that  these  marks 
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make  a  'C  and  an  'A'  in  capitals  and  this  wavering  line 
following  them  could  be  a  broken  attempt  to  draw  an  CM\ 
They  were  obviously  made  with  someone's  finger,  hurriedly. 
We  measured  the  distance  from  Cecily's  hand  to  the  strip 
of  sand  and  she  could  have  reached  it.  Trying  to  tell  us,  be- 
fore she  died,  who  killed  her." 

"C — A — M,"  said  Charlie,  staring.  "Cameronl" 

"Fortunately,"  said  the  detective  dryly,  "the  marks  on  the 
sand  were  not  disturbed  by  the  various  footprints  made 
around  the  body  before  the  police  arrived.  You'll  find  marks 
that  fit  your  shoes,  there,  Mr.  Ingram.  And  yours,  Miss 
Sanderson.  And  your  own,  Commander,"  he  added  conver- 
sationally. 

"And  part  of  my  name,"  said  Bill,  studying  the  moulage 
showing  the  traced  letters  with  a  queerly  absorbed  look  in 
his  face.  "I've  already  told  you  I  only  saw  Cecily  when  she 
came  down  the  balcony  stairway." 

"You  did,  Commander." 

Charlie  was  beginning  to  look  pleased.  "Seems  very  odd 
to  me  that  two  strangers — Cecily  Durant  and  Commander 
Cameron — turn  up  at  exactly  the  same  time.  Are  you  sure 
you  didn't  know  her,  somewhere,  Commander  ?  In  Jamaica, 
for  instance?" 

"Very  sure,"  said  Bill  imperturbably.  "For  one  reason,  I've 
never  been  in  Jamaica  and  can  prove  it  by  the  State  Depart- 
ment passport  record  and  by  my  Navy  record.  I  didn't  fol- 
low that  girl  to  the  pier  and  murder  her,  Captain." 
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"Neither  did  I,"  snapped  Charlie.  And  Captain  Manson 
sighed.  "Durant's  name  was  Charles  Andre  .  .  ."  he  said, 
and  left  the  sentence  unfinished  and  snapped  out  the 
light. 

Twenty  minutes  later  they  were  taken  back  to  Shadow 
Island.  Charlie  took  Laideau's  place  in  the  back  seat  of  the 
car.  Laideau,  however,  was  not  arrested.  Captain  Manson 
told  them.  "He  had  no  motive.  He  had  everything  to  lose 
and  nothing  to  gain.  Good  night,"  said  Captain  Manson 
politely,  and  a  policeman  escorted  them  to  the  car. 

So  she  was  not  to  be  arrested  either,  thought  Marny  wearily. 
Not  then,  at  least,  and  in  spite  of  Captain  Manson's  state- 
ment, when  they  left  Shadow  Island,  about  sending  for  her 
things  later.  But  if  anything  had  occurred  during  those  two 
hours  which  tended  to  exonerate  her,  she  did  not  know  what 
it  was. 

It  was  by  then  nearly  three  o'clock.  There  were  a  few 
lights  along  the  way  home.  The  air  was  hot  and  still.  The 
car  lights  cut  a  bright  path  through  the  shadows  and  across 
the  causeway.  Bill  looked  very  thoughtful  and  said  noth- 
ing. They  stopped  to  let  Charlie  out  at  the  entrance  to  Silver 
Point.  Charlie  mumbled  something  which  could  be  taken 
as  a  good  night  and  started  along  the  driveway  toward  his 
house — as  he  had  done,  ages  ago,  it  seemed  to  Marny,  when 
she  and  Bill  had  left  him  there  before  dinner. 

They  passed  the  lights  at  the  entrance  to  Shadow  Island 
and  policemen  again,  and  this  time  the  front  door  was  open 
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and  lighted.  They  got  out.  The  police  car  turned  and  backed 
and  disappeared  along  the  driveway  back  toward  the  gate 
house.  The  hall  was  lighted  and  the  drawing  room,  and  two 
policemen  appeared  in  the  drawing-room  doorway  as  Bill 
and  Marny  came  into  the  hall.  Bill  glanced  at  them.  "Any 
news  ? " 

One  shook  his  head.  The  other,  eyeing  them,  said,  "Cap- 
tain Manson  just  telephoned.  He  said  to  tell  Miss  Sander- 
son to  .  .  ."  he  glanced  up  the  stairs  and  came  closer,  his 
voice  lowered  to  a  hoarse  whisper  ".  .  .  to  be  sure  to  bolt 
the  doors  to  her  bedroom.  Both  of  them.  The  one  leading 
onto  the  balcony  and  the  one  from  the  hall." 

Bill  Cameron's  face  tightened.  "Why?" 

The  policeman  shrugged,  but  eyed  Marny  with  curiosity. 
"He  didn't  say.  Told  us  to  stay  here  tonight.  Or  what's  left 
of  it."  He  yawned.  Bill  put  his  arm  around  Marny  suddenly 
and  turned  toward  the  stairway.  They  reached  the  upper 
hallway,  and  it  was  empty,  although  lights  were  shining 
brilliantly  there,  too.  He  opened  the  door  to  her  room,  glanced 
around,  and  then  drew  her  inside  the  room.  He  glanced  into 
the  glittering,  gay-colored  bathroom.  He  crossed  to  the  bal- 
cony, looked  out  along  it,  closed  the  door  and  bolted  it,  test- 
ing it  to  be  sure  it  held.  He  came  back  to  her.  "Nobody 
here,"  he  said. 

She  was  so  tired  that  everything  seemed  to  whirl  in  a  kind 
of  impressionistic  chaos  around  her.  Only  then  did  she  re- 
alize the  meaning  of  his  search.  "But  nobody  .  .  .  There's 
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no  reason  ...  I'm  not  in  danger,"  she  said  jerkily.  And 
looked  up  at  Bill  Cameron.  "Am  I?"  she  whispered. 

His  eyes  held  her  own  for  a  moment.  Then  he  put  both 
arms  around  her  and  held  her  close  against  him.  Perhaps 
she  turned  her  head,  perhaps  he  turned  it.  His  mouth  met 
her  own  and  held  it  and  everything  else  in  the  world  fell 
away  and  there  was  nothing  that  mattered  outside  the  circle 
of  his  arms  and  the  warm,  hard  pressure  of  his  mouth. 

He  kissed  her  and  lifted  his  head  and  looked  down  at  her. 
It  was  a  strangely  clear  and  uncomplicated  look,  as  if  the 
problems  of  earth  and  the  path  she  had  yet  to  journey  upon 
it  were  solved  and  settled  forever.  Then,  his  eyes  very  bright, 
he  bent  and  kissed  her  again.  It  was  queer  how  warm  and 
sweet  and  tender  that  tight,  Scottish  mouth  could  be.  She 
was  bewildered,  swept  as  if  by  a  tide  of  an  emotion  that 
was  new  and  strange  yet  deeply  familiar,  as  if  she  had 
known  it  for  a  long  time.  And  as  if  she  wanted  only  to  re- 
main where  she  was  forever. 

Bill  Cameron  lifted  his  head,  looked  down  into  her  eyes 
again  and  grinned.  It  changed  his  whole  face.  There  was 
nothing  guarded  and  cold  about  it.  He  said  nothing,  how- 
ever. He  put  her  down  in  the  chair  and  went  to  the  gaily 
paneled  doors  of  the  wardrobe  and  opened  them,  whistling 
very  softly.  He  came  back  to  her  with  a  nightdress  in  one  hand 
and  her  white  robe  in  the  other. 

"Take  these,"  he  said.  "Go  in  the  bathroom  and  get  into 
them.  This  may  shock  the  whole  household  but  I  can't  help 
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it.  Go  on.  Hurry.  It's  practically  morning  and  you  look  as 
i£  you  hadn't  had  any  sleep  for  six  months." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  ?  " 

He  was  pulling  the  chaise  longue  so  it  stood  between  the 
bed  and  the  door,  whistling  again  very  softly  and  somehow 
rather  happily.  He  said,  "Stay  here,  of  course." 

"But  I  .  .  ." 

He  lifted  her  out  of  the  chair.  "Hurry  up.  I'm  dead  tired." 

When  she  came  out  he  was  established  on  the  chaise  longue 
and  was  already  (or  pretended  to  be)  asleep.  She  sat  on  the 
edge  of  the  bed  for  a  moment.  His  eyes  were  firmly  closed 
and  he  looked  very  comfortable  leaning  back  against  the 
beige  cushions.  There  was  still  a  suggestion  of  a  grin  lurk- 
ing at  the  corners  of  his  mouth  and  she  regarded  it  sus- 
piciously, but  he  did  not  move. 

She  reached  up  and  turned  off  the  bed  light.  She  closed 
her  eyes,  thought  suddenly  and  clearly,  "Forever?  But  I've 
only  known  him  since  yesterday,"  and  sleep  caught  at  her 
as  if  it  had  comforting  arms. 

When  she  awoke  he  was  gone  and  light  was  streaming 
into  the  room.  The  chaise  longue  had  been  pushed  back  into 
its  original  position  and  the  pillows  plumped  up  into  round 
surfaces. 

She  yawned  and  shut  her  eyes  and  after  a  while  opened 
them  again  with  a  start.  This  time,  fully  awake,  she  looked 
at  the  clock.  It  was  noon  and  the  light  outside  was  full  and 
strong  and  from  somewhere  came  the  sound  of  pounding. 
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It  came,  in  fact,  from  everywhere,  multiplied  and  repeti- 
tious, as  if  a  number  of  people  were  pounding  very  con- 
stantly and  very  hard. 

She  sat  up  and  looked  around.  A  white  folded  paper  lay 
on  the  rug  by  the  hall  door  and  it  was  a  note  from  Bill.  She'd 
have  known  it  from  something  very  definite  and  vigorous 
about  his  handwriting,  she  thought,  sitting  on  the  bed  and 
reading  the  note. 

It  was  very  short.  "At  four-thirty  exactly,  will  you  put 
on  a  dress  of  Judith's  or  Winnie's — long  skirt  but  not  one 
of  your  dresses — and  go  down  to  the  pier.  Be  sure  nobody 
sees  you.  This  sounds  silly.  I  don't  want  to  scare  you  to  death, 
but  I  don't  want  you  to  take  any  chances  either.  If  you  are 
seen  give  it  up  and  get  back  to  the  house  as  fast  as  you  can. 
Bill." 

Below  was  a  hasty  triple  postscript.  "Judith  says  she  did 
not  tell  Charlie  about  Cecily  and  you.  Don't  go  wandering 
off  alone  with  anybody.  I  don't  think  I  was  seen  coming  from 
your  room  this  morning.  But  if  so,  I  might  consider  making 
an  honest  woman  of  you." 

A  shadow  fell  across  the  rug  and  pounding  began  sharply 
on  the  balcony  immediately  outside  her  room.  She  realized 
then  what  was  happening.  The  windows  and  all  the  French 
doors  were  being  boarded  up.  Yet  the  sky  remained  light 
and  extraordinarily  still.  There  was  nothing  anywhere  to 
suggest  that  a  hurricane  was  headed  that  way. 

Where  had  Bill  gone?  What  was  his  plan?  And  if  Judith 
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hadn't  told  Charlie  about  Cecily  coming  to  her  with  a  re- 
volver in  her  hand,  how  did  Charlie  know  it  ? 

She  read  the  note  again  and  lingered  over  the  last  sen- 
tence. So  he  might  consider  making  an  honest  woman  of 
her!  And  who  was  it  said  the  Scotch  had  no  sense  of  humor. 

Someone  knocked  very  softly  on  the  door  and  it  was  again 
Winnie.  This  time,  however,  she  brought  no  coffee.  Her  face 
was  flushed  and  angry.  She  said,  "Are  you  awake  at  last?  It's 
almost  time  for  lunch.  They're  getting  the  windows  boarded 
up.  Marny  .  .  ."  She  sat  down  heavily.  She  v/ore  a  neat  blue 
chambray  dress  and  every  line  of  her  stocky  figure  suggested 
the  first  Mrs.  Wales,  but  her  eyes  were  exactly  like  Tim's 
when  he  was  in  a  seething  rage.  "Why  did  you  tell  the  po- 
lice about  that  handkerchief?  You  promised  not  to." 

"I  didn't  promise.  Besides  .  .  ." 

Winnie  wouldn't  listen.  "They've  been  at  me  about  it  this 
morning.  And  now  they've  got  Judith  in  the  study  question- 
ing her," 

"What  did  you  tell  them?" 

"Tell  them!"  flashed  Winnie.  "I  told  them  there  was  no 
handkerchief,  of  course.  I  told  you  I'd  say  that."  She  got 
up  abruptly.  "You'd  better  get  up.  What  went  on  at  the 
police  station  last  night  ?  Laideau  has  disappeared.  Did  they 
arrest  him  ?  There  wasn't  anything  in  the  paper." 

"I  think  they  let  him  go.  Winnie,  that  handkerchief  .  .  ." 

"I  don't  think  that  was  very  nice  of  you!"  snapped  Win- 
nie and  went  away,  closing  the  door  behind  her  with  a  bang. 
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Eventually  Marny  went  down  to  lunch.  She  slipped  Bill's 
note  under  the  blotter  on  the  small  white  writing  table  be- 
fore she  left  her  room.  Four-thirty  and  any  dress  which  had 
a  long  skirt  and  did  not  belong  to  her. 

She  was  tired  and  wished  she  could  forget  Andre.  And  the 
small  queer  assortment  of  objects  that  the  police  had,  with- 
out any  of  them  knowing  it,  gathered  up  and  identified. 

And  Tim's  words.  "I'd  like  to  see  him  hanged,"  Tim  had 
said.  The  next  night  Andre  had  been  hanged.  And  they  had 
talked  of  revenge  as  a  motive. 

It  would  have  been,  in  any  case,  a  nightmarish  day.  The 
efTect  was  heightened  by  the  boarded-up  windows  and  doors 
which  left  the  interior  of  the  house  so  dark  that  it  was  more 
comfortable — but  eerie  and  uncomfortable  in  its  way — to 
turn  on  lights.  Yet  outside  it  was  bright  and  quiet  with  not 
a  leaf  moving  and  not  a  cloud  in  the  sky.  The  door  onto  the 
porch  was  left  open  and  it  was  queer  to  go  out  on  the  porch 
and  hear  everywhere  the  sound  of  pounding.  It  was  so  still 
otherwise  that  there  were  faint  constant  echoes  of  hammers 
from  across  the  bay  as  everyone  in  Miami  and  along  the 
Beach  prepared  for  a  possible  big  blow. 

It  made,  however,  a  topic  of  conversation  if,  that  is,  there 
was  conversation.  By  the  time  Marny  got  downstairs  the 
police  had  gone  and  reporters  had  gone.  Tim,  again,  had 
dealt  with  them. 

They  had  lunch  in  the  dining  room  in  an  air  of  unnatu- 
ral gloom  from  the  candles  and  the  boarded-up  windows. 
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And  nothing  happened.  Laideau  did  not  turn  up  at  all  and 
no  one  seemed  to  know  what  had  become  of  him.  Bill 
Cameron  did  not  return.  Tim  glowered  and  smoked  and 
read  the  newspapers  or  pretended  to,  sitting  on  the  porch 
that  hot,  queerly  bright  and  still  afternoon  with  the  water 
of  the  bay  like  molten  brass  and  the  sky  a  pearly  roof  that 
seemed  to  press  down  rather  closely  upon  them.  Judith  dis- 
appeared for  a  nap,  she  said.  About  three  o'clock  Charlie 
Ingram  came  and  borrowed  a  hammer  saying  his  own  had 
disappeared  and  he  was  tired  of  trying  to  nail  up  shutters 
with  a  pair  of  pliers  and  a  brick  and  went  away  again.  There 
was  some  discussion  about  the  advisability  of  going  to  a  hotel, 
but  Tim  vetoed  it  again.  "House  has  withstood  any  blow 
we've  had  yet,"  he  said.  "I  don't  care  what  the  rest  of  you 
do,  I'm  going  to  stay  here." 

"Well,"  said  Winnie,  "the  storm  may  turn  yet.  But  I'll 
have  to  let  the  servants  go.  They  all  live  on  the  main- 
land. .  .  ." 

"Let  'em  go,"  snapped  Tim  behind  a  paper  he  had  already 
read  twice.  Winnie  went  away  and  Tim  waited  until  her 
footsteps  had  crossed  the  dusky  drawing  room  and  then 
looked  at  Marny.  "Where's  Bill  Cameron?" 

"I  don't  know." 

"What  happened  last  night?  They  took  you  to  the  police 
station.  .  .  ." 

"Nothing." 

He  eyed  her  sharply.  "Okay,  don't  talk  if  you  don't  want 
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to.  But  .  .  .  Look  here,  Marny,  who  do  they  think  did  it?" 

"I  don't  know."  She  looked  away  from  Tim's  bright, 
granite-like  eyes,  boring  into  her  own.  There  were  no  boats 
on  the  bay  that  day  and  the  singular  brightness  of  green 
grass  and  purple  bougainvillaea  was  even  more  marked.  It 
must  be  nearly  four-thirty.  "I  want  to  telephone,"  she  said. 
And,  passing,  put  her  hand  for  a  moment  on  Tim's  shoulder. 

"Thanks,  Marny,"  he  said,  and  cleared  his  throat. 
'Thanks  .  .  ." 

Where  was  Bill?  And  what  was  he  doing?  Well,  she'd 
follow  the  letter  of  his  instructions. 

No  one  was  in  the  hall.  She  went  upstairs  and  hesitated. 
How  did  one  go  about  abstracting  another  woman's  dress  ? 
In  any  case  it  would  have  to  be  a  dress  of  Winnie's  as  Judith 
was  presumably  still  in  her  own  room  resting.  She  went  to 
Winnie's  door  and  knocked. 

There  was  no  answer  so  she  entered  it,  very  quietly,  feel- 
ing both  guilty  and  frightened,  because  of  the  darkness.  Yet 
others  were  within  call,  she  told  herself.  It  was  silly  to  let 
her  heart  pound  like  that,  hard  in  her  throat. 

Others  had  been  within  call  last  night  when  Andre  was 
killed. 

She  wouldn't  think  of  that.  She  glanced  around  the 
shadowy  room.  Furniture  loomed  up  dimly — the  bed,  light 
thick  shapes  that  were  chairs.  For  a  moment  she  thought  of 
retreat  and  rejected  it.  She  went  instead  to  the  closet,  selected 
the  first  long-skirted  dress  that  she  discovered,  put  it  over 
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her  arm  and  opened  the  hall  door  cautiously  again  and  again 
finding  no  one  about  hurried  to  her  own  room. 

If  anybody  saw  her  going  down  to  the  pier  at  half  past 
four  in  a  long  dinner  dress  that  didn't  belong  to  her,  with 
a  hurricane  in  the  ail-too  immediate  offing,  they'd  arrest  her 
on  suspicion  alone! 

It  wasn't  going  to  be  as  easy  as  Bill's  directions  had  made 
it  sound,  and  she'd  feel  much  better  if  he  had  told  her  his 
reason  for  asking  her  to  do  it. 

She  got  into  the  dress.  It  was  the  dress  Winnie  had  worn 
the  night  Cecily  was  murdered,  all  soft  chiffon  ruffles  and 
much  too  big  for  Marny.  And  something  was  going  on  out- 
side! 

It  was  something  very  queer.  A  kind  of  stir  and  move- 
ment, a  vibration  like  the  approach  of  a  distant  army.  She 
started  toward  the  door  to  look,  and  it  was  boarded  up.  She 
glanced  at  the  clock  and  it  was  nearly  four-thirty.  She'd  bet- 
ter go. 

She  did  not  see  that  the  blotter  on  the  writing  table  was 
a  little  askew.  She  threw  a  raincoat  around  her  shoulders  and 
hitched  up  the  long  blue  skirt  below  it,  holding  it  up  with 
one  hand  so  it  would  not  show  below  the  coat.  She  went  into 
the  hall,  and  very  quietly,  pausing  to  listen  and  hearing  only 
that  great,  distant  motion  and  stir  on  the  outside  of  the  house, 
down  the  stairs. 

The  front  door  was  not  boarded  up.  She  let  herself  out 
cautiously  and  did  not  think  that  anyone  saw  her,  although, 
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as  she  closed  the  door,  it  seemed  to  her  she  could  hear  a  tele- 
phone ringing  sharply  inside. 

It  was  still  fairly  bright  but  there  was  no  more  quiet.  In- 
stead, everything  about  her  seemed  to  have  taken  on  an  in- 
dependent, restless  life.  A  strong,  hot  wind  pressed  against 
her  like  a  hand  and  then  was  gone.  The  green  banks  along 
the  driveway  were  murmuring  and  moving.  She  hesitated, 
on  the  verge  of  returning.  But  there  was,  actually,  nothing 
very  portentous  about  that  momentary  puff  of  wind.  There 
was  actually  nothing  very  threatening  about  the  way  the 
heavy  tropical  growth  was  moving. 

She  skirted  the  house  closely,  got  behind  the  row  of  bam- 
boos and  passed  the  spot  where  Cecily  had  been  found  and 
stopped.  No  one  was  there.  The  Casuarinas  were  waving 
There  was  another  strong  hot  puff  of  wind  which  rattled 
the  bamboos.  The  sky  and  bay  seemed  suddenly  darker.  The 
two  small  boats  tied  at  the  pier  moved  up  and  down  and 
outward  and  then  back,  banging  against  the  pier. 

She  could  not  see  Miami  Beach.  The  waving,  tossing  Casu- 
arina  trees  blocked  her  view.  She  could  not  see  the  house, 
either.  She  could  hear,  though;  suddenly  and  very  distinctly 
from  somewhere  near  came  the  sound  of  oarlocks. 

She  whirled  around  and  stared  at  the  thick  moving  greens 
of  the  Casuarina  trees  and  could  see  nothing  beyond  them. 
She  went  almost  to  the  edge  of  the  curling,  moving  gray 
water,  and  still  could  not  see  through  the  waving,  green 
trees. 
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Was  Bill  in  a  boat  behind  the  Casuarinas,  approaching  the 
island  ? 

Or  had  someone  else  written  that  note? 

A  hot  wind  came  from  nowhere,  came  from  everywhere, 
caught  her  and  swirled  her  coat  around  her,  and  her  hair  in 
her  eyes  and  was  like  a  giant  hand,  buffeting  her,  blinding 
her,  confusing  her.  The  bamboos  rattled  sharply,  too  sharply, 
so  she  twisted  around. 

Something  that  looked  like  a  black  cloak,  like  the  gar- 
ments on  a  scarecrow,  was  standing  there,  as  if  it  had  body, 
flapping  in  the  wind.  There  was  no  face;  there  was  nothing 
recognizable  and  it  was  moving  toward  her. 

Wind  flung  itself  upon  her,  blinding  her  sight,  making  the 
flapping  thing  invisible.  It  snatched  her  breath  out  of  her 
mouth  and  stung  her  face  and  she  tripped  in  the  long  chiffon 
ruffles  and  fell,  clutching  at  the  sand,  pushing  herself  back 
desperately  from  the  gray,  surging  water. 


CHAPTER  20 


A  boat  bumped  loudly  against  the  pier.  Wind  hurled  upon 
the  Casuarina  trees.  The  bamboos  rattled  like  a  thousand 
castanets.  She  must  get  away;  she  must  escape  the  sightless, 
faceless  thing  that  flapped  like  a  black  scarecrow  among  the 
bamboos.  She  got  to  her  knees  and  was  flung  down  again,  and 
somebody  shouted,  "Hi,  there!  Hi,  there!" 

It  was  torn  and  carried  off  by  the  wind,  but  it  was  a  man's 
voice.  Again  she  struggled  to  get  to  her  feet  and  somebody, 
nearer  now,  shouted,  "Marny  .  .  .  !"  and  hands  came  under 
her  arms,  dragging  her  upward.  It  was  Charlie  Ingram.  The 
wind  swept  them  toward  the  bamboos.  He  shouted:  "Who 
was  that?  Looked  like  somebody  ran!  What  are  you  doing 
out  in  the  storm?" 

She  caught  the  words  in  gusts.  Charlie  was  half -dragging 
her  along,  his  raincoat  flapping  madly.  She  stumbled  and 
caught  up  the  chiffon  flounces  and  stumbled  again.  She  had 
never  dreamed  that  wind  alone  could  be  so  strong,  could  have 
physical  body,  could  tear  at  you  like  that.  The  bamboos  clat- 
tered and  clashed.  The  sky  was  darker.  Rain  was  suddenly 
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slanting  straight  into  their  faces.  Charlie  was  panting,  pull- 
ing her  along  with  him.  They  reached  the  porch  and  the 
bougainvillaea  was  rending  and  tearing  at  the  balcony  railing 
as  if  it  had  a  destructive,  malevolent  life  of  its  own.  A  great 
wave  rose  from  the  bay  and  crashed  against  the  low  sea  wall, 
spilling  over  it  and  rushing  up  across  the  strip  of  flat,  wet 
grass  almost  to  their  feet.  Charlie  got  the  door  open  and  thrust 
her  inside  the  porch  and  someone  must  have  seen  them  com- 
ing, for  the  door  into  the  drawing  room  was  opened.  Tim 
shouted,  "Come  on,  you  fools,  come  on  .  .  ." 

They  were  inside  the  drawing  room.  Tim  and  Charlie  both 
flung  themselves  against  the  door  and  bolted  it.  Charlie  col- 
lapsed into  a  chair,  long  legs  out,  panting,  his  face  wet,  glaring 
at  Marny.  He  tried  to  speak  and  couldn't  get  his  breath.  Tim 
shouted,  "What  were  you  doing  out  in  the  storm  ?  Good  God, 
Marny,  you  might  have  been  killed!" 

The  house  had  come  alive  as  frantically,  as  madly  as  the 
Casuarinas  and  the  bamboos.  It  was  creaking  and  banging 
and  trembling.  Charlie  got  his  breath.  "We're  only  getting 
the  rim  of  the  hurricane!  I  can  tell  by  the  wind!  Rain  straight 
in  our  faces!  It'll  blow  itself  out.  .  .  ."  He  stopped  and  stared 
at  Marny.  "What  were  you  doing  down  there  by  the  pier?" 

She  had  to  change  quickly,  before  someone  saw  her  in 
Winnie's  dress.  Whatever  plan  Bill  had  had  must  have  failed. 
He  had  not  come  to  the  pier  at  all.  Instead  that  flapping  scare- 
crow figure,  half  seen  in  the  storm,  wholly  unrecognizable 
had  come. 
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Tim's  eyes  were  two  bright,  granite  points;  his  voice  was 
loud  above  the  crash  of  the  storm.  He  said  roughly,  "You'd 
better  get  some  dry  clothes  on." 

Charlie  turned  to  Tim,  mopping  his  thin  hair  with  a  hand- 
kerchief, and  beginning  to  shed  his  long  black  mackintosh 
with  its  shiny,  wet  cape.  "There  she  was  down  by  the  pier. 
Wind  had  knocked  her  over  on  the  sand  right  at  the  edge  of 
the  water.  Another  minute  and  she'd  have  been  in  the  bay. 
I  was  cutting  it  pretty  fine  myself.  Doesn't  usually  come  so 
fast.  Usually  we  have  some  straight,  steady  wind  for  a  while 
before  the  full  force  of  the  storm.  I  got  my  own  boat  tied 
securely  and  suddenly  thought  about  yours.  Knew  Edward 
wouldn't  think  of  it.  He's  only  been  around  a  week  or  so.  So 
I  rowed  over.  Faster  to  row  than  to  come  by  the  causeway. 
And  I  found  her!  Had  barely  time  to  lash  my  own  boat,  and 
I'm  afraid  .  .  ."  He  tossed  his  dripping  raincoat  on  the  floor 
and  looked  less  like  a  gigantic  black  bird  of  prey.  .  .  .  "I'm 
afraid  yours  will  get  away,  Tim.  I  simply  had  no  choice. 
Gathered  Marny  up  and  dragged  her  to  the  house.  Got  a 
drink  anywhere?" 

"Some  in  the  dining  room,"  said  Tim. 

Either  the  light  or  the  storm  or  something  made  him  look 
different,  a  much  older  Tim  Wales.  Almost  a  beaten  Tim 
Wales.  Charlie  went  of?  toward  the  dining  room,  hands 
thrust  in  the  pockets  of  his  tweed  jacket,  muttering  about 
winds  and  hurricanes,  and  being  on  the  rim  of  it  this  time 
unless  it  turned  around  on  its  tail.  ".  .  .  as  it's  been  known 
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to  do,"  said  Charlie  over  his  shoulder  and  vanished.  Tim 
said,  eyeing  Marny,  "What  are  you  doing  in  that  dress?" 

She  looked  down.  Blue  chiffon  ruffles,  draggled  with  rain 
and  sand,  hung  to  the  floor,  trailing  below  the  raincoat.  She 
snatched  it  up  under  the  raincoat,  mumbled  something  inco- 
herent and  hurried  past  him  and  up  the  stairs.  He  did  not 
attempt  to  stop  her.  She  ran  up  the  stairs.  The  storm  had 
fallen  upon  the  island  like  a  demon  bent  upon  tearing  it  apart. 
The  tumult  drowned  the  sound  of  her  feet.  It  drowned  the 
sound  of  other  feet  too,  for  as  she  opened  the  door  of  her 
room  someone  cried,  "Marny — Marny,  stop!" 

It  was  Judith.  She  came  from  the  gloom  of  the  hall,  some- 
where, and  followed  Marny  into  her  room  and  closed  the 
door  and  stood  with  her  back  against  it,  looking  at  Marny, 
her  great  dark  eyes  luminous  as  a  cat's. 

A  changed  Judith,  thought  Marny  suddenly;  changed  as 
swiftly  and  as  strangely  as  Tim  had  changed.  Or  was  it 
merely  the  storm,  the  horror  of  the  past  two  days,  the  eerie 
effect  of  artificial  lights  upon  Judith's  white  face?  So  it 
looked  ten  years  older. 

A  shutter  loosened  and  began  to  bang  savagely  against  the 
house. 

"Marny,  where  have  you  been?" 

"At  the  pier." 

"Why?" 

Why  ?  Marny  thought  despairingly  that  whatever  plan  Bill 
had  had  must  have  failed.  She  said,  "I  wanted  to  go  down  to 
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watch  the  storm."  And  huddled  the  raincoat  around  her. 
Judith  waited  a  moment,  looking  at  Marny.  Looking  at  her 
hard  and  close  and  long.  Did  the  dress  show  below  the  rain- 
coat? Marny  didn't  dare  look  to  be  sure.  But  that  didn't  mat- 
ter, really.  Who  had  been  there  by  the  bamboo  hedge  ? 

Judith  said,  "That  was  rather  dangerous,  Marny.  A  storm 
like  this!  You  could  have  been  swept  into  the  water.  Did  you 
see  anyone  else  there?"  Judith's  eyes  were  fixed  and  intense 
like  a  cat's,  too,  watching  some  infinitesimal  moving  object  to 
see  if  it  was  worth  snatching.  Was  Judith's  bloodstained 
handkerchief  the  one  real  clue  of  them  all — and  ironically  the 
one  clue  that  was  not  laid  out  on  a  table  and  examined  and 
classified  by  the  police?  Had  Judith  been  at  the  pier,  dis- 
guised by  that  flapping  cloak,  face  hidden  by  hood  or  cape  or 
whatever  it  was  ?  And  now  wanted  to  make  sure  whether  or 
not  Marny  had  recognized  her?  There  had  been  a  definite 
sense  of  danger,  of  menace,  about  that  fantastic  figure  seen 
so  obscurely  through  the  fury  of  wind  and  sudden  rain. 

Bill  had  said  be  careful.  Go  back  to  the  house  if  anyone 
sees  you. 

The  detective,  Captain  Manson,  had  telephoned  and  sent 
a  message  of  warning  to  her. 

Judith  said  suddenly,  "What's  wrong,  Marny  ?  Why  don't 
you  answer  me  ?  What  has  happened  ?  Marny,  do  you  know 
who  murdered  Cecily?" 

"No — no  .  .  ."  She  clutched  the  dress  and  the  raincoat 
tight  around  her. 
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Judith  said  slowly,  "There's  something  about  you — some- 
thing in  your  eyes,  just  now,  Marny.  Tim  didn't  do  it.  He 
hated  Andre.  He  had  no  reason  to,  really.  But  he  wouldn't 
have  murdered  him.  He  wouldn't  have  murdered  Cecily.  He 
didn't  even  know  of  Cecily's  existence.  I  asked  him  and  he 
said  no.  /  knew  Andre  had  a  wife.  He  told  me.  He  intended 
to  divorce  her.  He  told  me  that,  too.  But  nobody  else  here 
knew  of  it.  Tim  or  Winnie  or  anybody.  So  you  see  Tim 
wouldn't  have  murdered  a  woman  he  never  saw  before.  He 
hated  Andre  because  he  thinks  I  was  in  love  with  him.  Tim's 
got  a  violent  temper.  And  when  he  once  gets  his  mind  made 
up  you  can't  change  it,  no  matter  how  .  .  ."  Judith  bit  her 
painted,  lovely  mouth,  and  said,  ".  .  .  no  matter  how  wrong 
he  is.  I  .  .  .  Andre  was  Andre.  But  Tim — well,  never  mind 
about  that.  The  point  is  Tim  didn't  even  know  of  Cecily's 
existence — unless  he  had  investigated  Andre." 

But  he  had  investigated  Andre.  Not  fully,  not  thoroughly; 
there  hadn't  been  time.  Yet  even  if  he  had  discovered  the  fact 
of  Andre's  marriage  to  Cecily,  why  would  Tim  have  shot 
Cecily?  Perhaps  they  were  all  wrong  in  assuming  that  the 
same  person  (the  person  who  had  been  there  among  the 
bamboos,  watching  Marny,  waiting  for  her  at  the  pier?)  had 
murdered  both  Cecily  and  Andre.  Suppose  Andre  had  mur- 
dered Cecily  to  get  rid  of  her?  Suppose  Tim,  believing  that 
Andre  had  killed  Cecily  and  that  Andre  menaced  his  own 
kfe  with  Judith,  had  murdered  Andre  ? 

He  would  have  considered  it  justifiable.  He  would  have 
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called  it,  to  himself,  a  necessary  execution.  Tim  was  not  the 
kind  of  man  to  hesitate,  once  his  mind  was  made  up.  He  was 
not  the  kind  of  man  to  be  troubled  by  conscience.  He  would 
have  put  Andre's  murder  on  the  same  level  as  the  killing  of 
a  rattlesnake. 

Judith's  watchful  eyes  seemed  to  follow  Marny's  thoughts. 
She  said  in  a  voice  that  was  husky  and  low  and  yet  violent, 
as  if  she  had  stamped  her  foot  and  shouted,  "He  had  the  idea 
that  I  was  in  love  with  Andre.  I  wasn't.  He  hated  Andre,  but 
he  was  wrong.  And  he  .  .  .  Oh,  Marny,  you  know  him  so 
well.  Surely  you  know  that  Tim  has  too  much  good  sense  to 
murder  anybody.  It's  such  a — stupid  and  terrible  thing," 
whispered  Judith  suddenly,  her  face  blank  and  white  and 
cold,  her  eyes  bright  and  observant.  ".  .  .  and  it  doesn't  settle 
anything.  Marny,  if  you  do  know  anything — anything  at  all — 
don't  tell  the  police." 

Marny  found  the  voice  that  had  been  lost  somewhere,  out 
in  the  storm,  taken  away  from  her  by  that  fantastic,  scarecrow 
figure  that  started  from  the  bamboos  and  vanished.  And  yet 
had  to  have  a  human  body  and  a  human  will.  She  said, 
"Judith,  I  don't  know  who  murdered  Andre — or  Cecily.  I  tell 
you  I  don't  know." 

Judith  waited  for  a  moment.  That  new,  strange,  older 
Judith,  with  her  hard,  strained,  white  face.  The  two  women 
stared  at  each  other  in  silence  across  the  beige-and-white  room 
with  the  storm  lashing  and  tearing  at  the  balcony  outside— 
along  which  Cecily's  light  footsteps  had  fled  and  below  which 
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Andre  had  been  killed.  There  was  something,  though,  that 
Marny  must  ask  Judith.  She  pushed  back  her  wet  hair. 
"Judith,  did  you  know  that  Cecily  came  to  see  me  ?  The  night 
she  was  killed?  Did  you  tell  Charlie  Ingram  about  it?" 

"No,"  said  Judith  at  once.  "Commander  Cameron  asked 
me  that,  too.  And  the  detective — Captain  Manson.  I  didn't 
know  Cecily  was  on  the  island.  I  didn't  know  she  came  to  see 
you.  Marny,  were  you  in  love  with  Andre,  too?" 

"Too?"  said  Marny. 

"I  mean — women  liked  him.  I  wondered  about  you.  You 
seemed  such  good  friends,  somehow.  He  had  a  way  .  .  ." 

"I  was  not  in  love  with  him." 

"But  Cecily  thought  so?" 

"I  .  .  .  Yes,  she  thought  so." 

"He  must  have  told  her,"  said  Judith  slowly.  "He  must 
have  told  her  something.  The  detective  said  that  she  had  a  re- 
volver and  threatened  you  with  it.  She  told  you  she  wouldn't 
let  you  take  him  from  her.  The  detective  asked  me  if  I  knew 
it.  But  I  didn't." 

"Charlie  Ingram  said  that  you  told  him." 

"Charlie!"  An  odd  look  of  speculation,  mingled  with  some- 
thing else  less  definable  came  over  Judith's  face.  "Oh,"  she 
said.  "Oh.  Neither  of  them  told  me  that.  I  asked  the  detective 
but  he  froze  up  and  wouldn't  say.  I  suppose  he  thought  I  was 
lying.  Why  did  Charlie  say  that  ?  What  did  Charlie  see  ?  Did 
he  meet  Cecily  ?  Did  she  tell  him  ?  Marny  .  .  ." 

Judith's  voice  became  rich  and  coaxing.  "Marny,  tell  me. 
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You  were  at  the  police  station  last  night.  Everybody  knows  it. 
Marny,  you  must  know  something.  Tell  me.  Do  they  think 
I  did  it  ? "  She  tried  to  smile.  It  was  a  travesty  of  her  famous 
charm. 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Marny.  "I  don't  know  what  they 
think."  Suddenly  the  crashing  of  the  hurricane  outside,  and 
the  sense  of  cross  purposes  within  the  house  held  there  in- 
exorably by  the  storm  was  as  frightening  as  the  nightmarish, 
half -seen  figure  by  the  bamboos.  (Who?  Marny  thought 
again,  desperately,  who?  Judith?  In  a  raincoat,  face  hidden?) 

Had  Bill  really  meant  her  to  come  to  the  pier,  or  was  it,  she 
thought  again,  a  trap?  But  why  should  she,  Marny  Sander- 
son, be  in  danger  ? 

Judith  said  suddenly,  "Marny,  Marny,  if  you've  ever  been 
our  friend,  remember  it  now."  And  flung  out  her  hands  in  a 
very  passion  of  entreaty  and  was  gone. 

Marny  stared  for  a  long  time  at  the  blank  panels  of  the 
door,  as  she  had  done  actually  once  before.  She  thought 
again  how  long  ago  that  seemed.  Judith  had  come  to  her  and 
asked  about  Andre,  anxiously,  as  if  she  had  to  know,  and  then 
had  gone  and  a  small  brief  shadow  had  flitted  across  the  door, 
blocking  off  the  light  from  the  French  window  for  an  instant. 
Now  of  course  there  was  no  light  from  the  boarded-up 
window. 

She'd  better  remove  Winnie's  dress.  There  was  no  point  in 
replacing  it.  She'd  have  to  tell  Winnie  the  truth,  try  to  order 
another  dress  to  take  its  place.  She  slipped  out  of  the  draggled, 
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pale  blue  rufHes  and  hung  the  dress  in  her  own  wardrobe.  It 
was  torn  and  wet  where  she'd  fallen.  Why  hadn't  Bill  come  ? 
Perhaps  he  hadn't  meant  to  come  ?  There  was  no  way  to  guess 
what  his  plan  had  been  or  how  she  could  have  been  a  part 
of  it. 

Unless  it  wasn't  a  plan;  unless  it  was  a  trap;  unless  Bill 
himself  had  not  written  that  note.  It  was  then  that  she  went 
to  the  table  to  reread  the  note  and  reconvince  herself,  and 
found  that  it  was  gone. 

She  stood  again  for  a  long  time  looking  down  at  the  bare 
space  the  lifting  of  the  blotter  disclosed. 

So  someone  had  taken  it.  Someone  had  known  where  she 
was  to  be,  and  when.  That  person  had  come,  disguised  in  the 
flapping  cloak  and  found  her  there. 

Charlie  Ingram  had  saved  her  life.  Unintentionally,  arriv- 
ing just  as  she'd  tripped  in  the  long  skirt  and  fallen,  close  to 
the  surging,  crashing  gray  water,  at  the  mercy  of  whoever  it 
was  in  the  bamboos.  Unless  it  had  been  Charlie  himself.  He 
was  wearing  a  shiny,  black  mackintosh  with  a  flapping  cape. 
He  could  have  entered  the  house  and  taken  the  note — he  had 
actually  been  there,  that  afternoon,  borrowing  a  hammer. 
Saying  his  own  hammer  was  lost.  She  hadn't  counted  the 
boats  at  the  pier  as  Charlie  all  but  dragged  her  to  the  house. 
Suppose  the  bump  of  a  boat  against  the  pier  which  she  had 
heard  had  been  merely  the  bump  of  one  of  the  boats  already 
tied  there,  surging  in  and  out  with  the  rapidly  rising  waves. 

Yet  there  was  the  sound  of  oarlocks  in  that  hushed,  queer 
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lull  just  before  the  wind  came.  And  Charlie  could  have  mur- 
dered her,  easily,  so  it  would  look  like  accident,  sliding  her 
body  into  the  angry  water,  so  near  her.  Instead  he  had  helped 
her  into  the  house.  No,  it  couldn't  be  Charlie. 

Unless  he  had  seen  the  figure  in  the  bamboos — watching. 
And  had  been  afraid  to  do  what  he  had  planned  to  do. 

That  was  wrong,  too.  Charlie  couldn't  be  two  persons! 

Besides,  there  was  no  reason  for  anyone  to  murder  her.  And 
of  course  there  had  been,  really,  no  attack  upon  her.  No 
weapon.  No  shot.  No  hands  at  her  throat;  nothing  that  was 
physical  and  threatening.  There  had  been  only  the  strong, 
instinctive  sense  of  danger. 

It  was  still  so  strong  that  she  looked  at  the  door  behind  her 
and  thought  of  the  detective's  warning  and  of  Bill  Cameron's 
warning.  She'd  get  dressed  quickly  and  go  downstairs.  She 
couldn't  stay  there,  listening  to  the  storm  as  it  lashed  the 
water  of  the  bay,  and  the  house  and  palms  and  everything 
that  grew. 

She  snatched  a  dress  from  the  wardrobe,  a  tailored,  cream- 
colored  dress  with  a  red  leather  belt,  and  slid  quickly  into  it. 
She  brushed  her  hair — listening  to  the  storm,  listening,  in 
spite  of  herself,  for  footsteps  outside  her  room.  The  storm  it- 
self seemed  suddenly  to  inhabit  the  house,  to  change  it,  to 
make  it  a  place  of  shadows,  of  menace,  of  strangely  frank  and 
direct  threat.  She  pushed  her  dark  hair  into  shape.  She 
changed  her  stockings  and  slid  her  feet  into  the  red  alligator 
pumps  that  went  with  the  dress,  choosing  them  automatically. 
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She  powdered  and  put  on  lipstick — automatically,  too,  but 
with  a  kind  of  defiance. 

But  where  was  Bill  ?  Why  had  he  asked  her  to  do  a  thing 
that  had  proved  to  be  so  dangerous?  For  the  danger  was 
there.  She  knew  it  as  an  animal  knows  when  a  twig  snaps  at 
night  below  the  pressure  of  a  feral  footstep.  Who  had  been 
there  by  the  bamboos  ?  Who  had  known  she  was  to  be  at  the 
pier,  except  Bill? 

Suddenly  and  very  horribly  it  occurred  to  her  that  perhaps, 
for  all  their  talk  of  motives,  there  was,  really,  no  motive  for 
the  murder  of  Cecily  and  of  Andre.  That  happened  some- 
times, didn't  it?  Something  broke,  some  law  of  human  be- 
havior worn  thin  and  the  shred  snapped  and  all  at  once  there 
was  murder.  It  could  happen  to  people  one  knew.  It  did 
happen. 

Tim — Judith — Winnie — Charlie — herself  and  Laideau. 

But  Laideau  was  out  of  it.  The  detective  had  said  so.  Lai- 
deau had  no  motive  and,  besides,  Laideau  was  not  on  the 
island  when  the  storm  began. 

She'd  better  go  down  and  stay  with  the  others.  She  was 
only  working  herself  up  to  a  thoroughgoing  case  of  hysteria, 
standing  in  that  room,  staring  at  the  scrubbed  place  on  the 
beige  rug. 

In  all  the  grisly  array  in  the  brightly  lighted  room  across 
from  Captain  Manson's  office,  there  had  been  no  weapon 
other  than  Laideau's  revolver.  What,  then,  had  dragged 
across  the  carpet,  leaving  that  ugly  small  stain  ? 
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Blackmail,  the  detective  had  said,  or  revenge. 

Or  perhaps,  Marny  thought  again,  murder  for  the  sake  of 
murder. 

She  caught  a  glimpse  of  her  own  face  in  the  mirror.  Her 
eyes  looked  enormous  and  had  faint  blue  shadows  under 
them.  Her  face  was  white  and  her  mouth  looked  very  red  by 
contrast. 

She  went  downstairs,  determinedly.  And  Tim  had  news 
for  her.  He  was  still  in  the  drawing  room  and  Winnie  was 
making  tea  at  the  little  table  by  the  door.  Judith  was  nowhere 
to  be  seen  and  Charlie  was  prowling  between  the  porch  door 
and  the  tea  table,  restless  as  a  tiger,  munching  sandwiches 
between  journeys. 

"Oh,  Marny,"  said  Tim.  "I  forgot  to  tell  you.  Bill  phoned. 
Oh,  some  time  ago.  Wanted  to  talk  to  you.  I  called  you  but 
you  were  gone.  You  must  have  just  gone  down  to  the  pier." 

"Down  to  the  pier!"  said  Winnie  sharply.  "In  the  storm? 
What  for?" 

"She'd  never  have  got  back  if  I  hadn't  come  along,"  said 
Charlie.  "Damn  fool  thing  if  I  ever  saw  one!  When  it  storms 
we  stay,  inside.  Weather  it  out."  He  listened.  "I  say,  old  chap, 
that  sounded  like  a  tree  down." 

"Captain  Manson  phoned  too,"  said  Tim.  "Told  us  we 
could  go  to  a  hotel  if  we  wanted  to.  I  said  we'd  stay  right 
here." 

"This  isn't  a  bad  blow,"  said  Winnie.  "We're  getting  only 
the  fringe  of  it.  Tea,  Father?" 
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Judith  came  in  from  the  hall  and  with  her  a  great  sweep  of 
wind  that  set  the  tea  things  rattling  and  the  rugs  moving  on 
the  floor.  She  had  changed  to  one  of  the  dramatic,  long  house 
gowns  she  liked,  and  the  wind  caught  her  long  green  skirt 
and  swirled  it  close  to  her  body.  She  whirled  around.  There 
was  a  loud  bang  from  the  hall,  and  she  cried,  "Bill  Cameron! 
How  did  you  get  here  ? " 

The  rugs  settled  down.  The  lace  cloth  on  the  tea  table  fell 
in  straight  delicate  folds.  Judith  swirled  around  again,  her 
lovely  body  outlined  in  the  vivid  green  of  her  dress.  She  cried, 
"Here's  the  Navy!  Arriving  in  a  car!"  She  smiled  gaily  and 
pulled  her  wide,  gilt  belt  close  around  her  small  waist.  She 
touched  her  dark  hair.  She  looked  beautiful  and  poised  and 
smiling — and  below  it  was  a  different  Judith.  She  said,  in  a 
pretence  of  her  usual  lightness  which  was  too  bright  and 
sharp  and  false,  so  that  Marny  thought  everyone  must  know 
it,  "Nothing  can  hold  back  our  Navy.  Nor  rain  nor  wind  nor 
hurricane  .  .  .  Come  on  in,  Bill.  You're  just  in  time  for 
tea." 

Bill  Cameron  appeared  in  the  doorway,  cap  in  hand,  rain- 
coat shining  with  moisture,  eyes  very  bright  and  dark,  glanc- 
ing swiftly  around  the  room  until  he  saw  Marny.  Relief 
flashed  so  strongly  and  instantly  in  his  face  that  it  seemed 
impossible  for  the  others  not  to  see  it.  He  cried,  "Marny  .  .  ." 
and  stopped  and  Charlie  Ingram  broke  in,  "Don't  you  have 
sense  enough  to  stay  out  of  the  storm  ?  How'd  you  get  here  ? 
I  thought  the  causeway  was  under  water  by  now.  Radio  says 
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there've  been  several  tidal  waves.  Small,  but  they  always 
affect  the  bay  and  shut  us  or?.  .  .  ." 

"Take  off  your  coat,  Bill,"  said  Tim.  "Have  a  drink?" 

Bill  Cameron  took  off  his  glistening  raincoat.  He  did  not 
explain  how  he  had  reached  the  island  and  everyone  seemed 
to  accept  Charlie's  explanation.  He  said,  "I  thought  you'd  all 
have  gone  to  a  hotel  by  now." 

"Oh,  it's  safe,"  said  Judith  and  went  to  a  deep  chair  and 
lighted  a  cigarette,  looking  old  and  haggard  and  keeping  up 
a  pretense  of  not  being  afraid,  making  all  her  graceful  little 
gestures  like  a  woman  in  a  play.  She  smiled  at  Bill  and  at 
Charlie  and  said,  "Charlie,  darling,  give  me  some  tea." 

Bill  Cameron  said,  "I  thought  you'd  better  know  .  .  ." 
and  stopped. 

Tim  got  up  slowly,  without  his  usual  bounce  and  energy. 
His  face  was  no  longer  rosy  and  round  like  a  child's.  It  was 
gray  and  sagging,  and  his  eyes  held  fear  probably  for  the  first 
time  in  all  of  Tim  Wales'  brilliant,  successful,  daring  career. 
He  took  a  long  breath.  He  said,  "Know  what?" 

Bill  glanced  at  him  and  quite  suddenly  went  to  him  and  put 
a  hand  on  his  arm.  "Laideau  has  escaped,"  he  said  quickly. 
"Nobody  knows  where  he  is.  The  policeman  assigned  to 
guard  him  was  found  slugged.  So  far  they  haven't  traced 
Laideau.  I  thought  you'd  better  know,"  he  said  again. 

The  loosened  shutter  somewhere  upstairs  banged  loudly. 


CHAPTER  21 


Laideau?  Below  that  flapping,  scarecrow  shape?  Laideau 
with  his  great  shoulders  and  gleaming  thick  black  hair  and 
crafty  yellow  face  ?  Laideau,  whose  great  hands  could  choke 
out  a  life  as  quickly  as  they  could  fire  a  gun.  Or  strike  in  the 
darkness  and  loop  a  rope  around  a  man's  neck.  Had  it  been 
Laideau  beside  the  rattling,  frantic  bamboos  ? 

Tim  said,  "Laideau!  That's  bad!  He  did  it.  Why  didn't 
they  arrest  him?  This — why,  this  proves  it!  Escape  .  .  .  It's 
a  dead  giveaway!  An  admission  of  guilt!" 

For  a  moment  no  one  spoke.  Then  Bill  took  his  hand  away 
from  Tim's  arm.  Tim  sat  down  and  lighted  another  ciga- 
rette. Bill  said,  "I'll  have  tea,  thanks,"  and  took  the  cup  from 
Winnie.  He  added  coolly,  "Marny,  will  you  get  me  the  letter 
I  asked  you  to  keep  for  me?" 

It  was  a  cheerful,  perfectly  open  and  unabashed  excuse  to 
talk  to  her  alone.  Everyone  probably  was  aware  of  it.  Marny 
got  up  and  set  down  her  cup  with  such  unsteady  fingers  that 
it  rattled  thinly  upon  the  table.  "I'll  get  it,"  she  said  unevenly. 
"It's— upstairs." 

No  one  spoke  as  she  went  out  into  the  hall  and  everyone 
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watched.  Again  the  loosened  shutter  banged.  Almost  as  if 
Laideau  himself  had  pushed  it  against  the  wall  to  remind 
them  of  his  presence.  Or  as  if  murder  had  taken  unto  itself 
physical  sound  and  being  and  chose  to  warn  them  of  its 
presence.  Bill  followed  her  briskly  into  the  wide  hall,  took 
her  hand  and  drew  her  across  to  the  tiny  white  and  coral 
study.  It  was  dark  and  he  groped  for  the  light  switch,  glanced 
swiftly  around  the  small,  obviously  empty  room  and  then 
closed  the  door. 

He  had  brought  his  tea  and  plate  of  sandwiches  with  him. 
He  sat  down  then  and  began  to  eat  hungrily.  "First  thing 
I've  had  to  eat  today,"  he  said.  "Now  then.  What  happened  ? 
You're  all  right  ?  I  was  scared.  I  tried  to  reach  you  by  phone 
to  tell  you  not  to  go  down  to  the  pier  and  Tim  answered  and 
couldn't  find  you.  Said  he'd  give  you  the  message.  I  told  him 
to  get  hold  of  you,  but  fast.  Apparently  he  didn't  do  it."  He 
put  down  the  cup,  leaned  across  and  took  her  hand  and 
touched  its  finger  tips  gently,  looking  at  them  as  if  to  be  sure 
she  was  really  there.  "I  was  scared,"  he  said  again. 

She  swallowed  hard.  Tim?  In  the  bamboos,  disguised  so 
completely  yet  so  easily? 

He  went  on  (touching  her  finger  tips  one  by  one  very  gen- 
tly, his  black  head  lowered,  his  big,  green-clad  body  looking 
extraordinarily  solid  and  normal  so  she  wanted  to  move  closer 
to  him,  to  be  within  that  radius  of  the  ordinary,  the  safe), 
"You  see,  I  thought  I'd  find  out  something.  For  one  thing 
I  wanted  to  know  just  how  much  the  young  ensign  had  really 
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seen.  I  had  a  wild  idea  that — oh,  well,  anyway,  the  plan  failed. 
I  saw  the  ensign  and  talked  to  him,  and  saw  his  commanding 
officer  and  finally  talked  them  into  letting  us  fly  over  the 
island  again,  at  about  the  same  speed  and  altitude  of  his  flight 
over  it  the  night  Cecily  was  murdered.  Everything  was  set; 
and  then  the  storm  didn't  veer  around  as  they  thought  it 
might,  but  came  straight  upon  us  and  we  couldn't  take  the 
plane  up  in  the  face  of  it.  They  wouldn't  let  us.  Bad  timing 
on  my  part.  But  it  took  some  time,  you  see,  to  get  the  red  tape 
undone.  I  suppose  it  was  a  silly  plan.  I  dreamed  it  up  last 
night  while  you  .  .  ."  He  glanced  at  her  then,  with  a  flicker 
of  something  that  wasn't  laughter  in  his  eyes,  that  was  noth- 
ing she  could  identify,  and  yet  was  like  some  small  electric 
spark  leaping  out  to  touch  her.  He  said,  ".  .  .  while  you 
weren't  dreaming  at  all.  At  least  you  didn't  so  much  as  move 
all  night.  Or  what  was  left  of  it."  She  didn't  say  anything  and 
he  added,  sharply,  "You  did  get  my  note?" 

"Yes." 

"Marny,  what  happened?"  He  got  up,  alarm  now  in  his 
face.  "You  look  .  .  .  Something  happened.  Tell  me  exactly. 
Everything." 

She  told  him  quickly,  in  a  low  voice,  for  he  went  once  to 
open  the  door  and  glance  quickly  into  the  hall.  "Nobody 
there,"  he  said  tersely.  "Go  on  .  .  ." 

His  face  grew  white  under  its  tan  as  she  did  so. 

"Who  was  it?" 

"I  don't  know.  There  was  only  that  black,  flapping  shadow. 
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I  couldn't  see  any  face.  I  couldn't  recognize  anything.  I  ran 
and  stumbled  and  Charlie  came  then.  It  must  have  been 
Charlie  in  the  boat." 

Vines  struggled  and  rattled  against  the  boards  outside  the 
window  like  malevolent  hands,  trying  to  force  their  way  in. 

He  said,  stiffly,  his  mouth  rigid,  his  eyes  bright  and  hard, 
"Was  it  Laideau?" 

"I  don't  know." 

"You  say  the  note  was  gone.  Anybody  in  the  house  could 
have  taken  it.  No  one  was  at  the  gate  when  I  came  just  now." 

"I  think  they  let  the  servants  go  to  the  mainland." 

He  got  up  and  paced  up  and  down  the  study.  "Could  it 
actually  have  been  Charlie  Ingram?" 

She  told  him,  "I  think  it  was  Charlie  in  the  boat.  I  heard 
the  sound  of  oarlocks.  But  then  the  wind  came.  I  don't  know 
who  it  was." 

Bill  Cameron  put  his  hand  on  her  suddenly  as  if  he  had  to 
touch  her,  as  if  he  had  to  make  sure  that  she  was  there.  "I  was 
a  fool.  I  didn't  think  it  would  be  dangerous.  I  was  full  of 
what  I  thought  was  a  bright  idea.  It  turned  out  to  be  a  dud. 
Look  here,  could  Laideau  be  anywhere  in  the  house?" 

She  thought  swiftly  of  the  loosened  shutter.  Or  was  it  a 
shutter?  Was  it  actually  a  door  somewhere  that  had  been 
opened,  the  sound  of  its  opening  drowned  in  the  hurly-burly 
of  the  storm  ? 

"There's  something  that  sounds  like  a  loosened  shutter. 
The  windows  have  been  boarded  up.  .  .  ." 
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"I'm  going  to  search  the  house,  but  first  .  .  .  Look  here, 
Marny,  I've  got  a  funny  idea.  It — well,  it  was  something — I 
don't  know  what  exactly,  but  something  that  struck  me 
wrong.  It  happened  the  night  Cecily  was  murdered.  It  was 
some  sort  of  inconsistency.  Funny.  Small.  Didn't  seem  impor- 
tant at  the  time.  But  it  was  wrong  somehow.  And  I  can't  .  .  . 
I  know  this  sounds  dopey,  but  I  can't  remember  what  it  was. 
Except  it's  been  bothering  me.  As  if  I'd  overlooked  something 
important.  As  if  I'd  forgotten  .  .  ." 

She  thought  back  past  what  seemed  ages  of  time  to  the 
night  of  tropical  warmth  and  stillness  when  Cecily  had  been 
murdered.  His  dark  eyes  sought  urgently  into  her  own. 
"Can't  you  think  of  anything?  Something  that  struck  you 
even  faintly  as  being — well,  wrong.  Surprising,  somehow,  in 
a  funny,  small  way?" 

She  shook  her  head  wearily.  Cecily  dead  in  the  starlight. 
And  then  they  had  come  back  to  the  house. 

He  said  slowly,  frowning,  sitting  on  the  arm  of  a  white 
chair  opposite  her  and  staring  down  at  his  brown  hands, 
turning  the  class  ring  on  his  finger  absently,  "I  suppose  it  all 
comes  back  to  motive,  really.  Revenge,  or  to  stop  blackmail. 
That's  what  Laideau  pretended  to  be  afraid  of.  His  theme 
song  was  obviously  that  Andre  had  been  killed  by  Cecily's 
murderer  and  he  was  afraid  whoever  did  it  would  kill  him 
too,  because  Laideau  was  in  cahoots  with  Andre  Durant,  be- 
cause Laideau  was  Durant's  muscle  man.  Because  whoever 
it  was  decided  he  wouldn't  be  blackmailed  and  he'd  have  to 
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murder  Durant  to  keep  from  being  blackmailed  for  the  rest 
of  his  life.  And  thus,  theoretically,  would  have  to  murder 
Laideau,  too,  because  Laideau  would  know  who  did  it.  It's 
a  good  theory,  but  the  catch  is  that  if  Laideau  is  the  mur- 
derer he's  lying  and  if  he  isn't  he  doesn't  know  who  killed 
Durant  and  who  it  was  they  attempted  to  blackmail,  for  he'd 
tell  it  to  save  his  own  skin." 

But  if  Laideau  had  escaped,  he  could  manage  somehow  to 
get  into  the  house.  There  were  a  dozen  ways  to  do  that,  with 
the  bedroom  doors  opening  onto  the  balcony,  with  its  irregu- 
lar levels  and  bewildering  steps  and  halls.  Again  it  seemed  to 
her  that  the  house  itself  felt  dangerous. 

And  Laideau  knew  the  house.  He  had  stayed  there  a  night 
— a  horrible  night,  when  Andre  Durant  had  been  murdered. 
If  he  had  escaped  the  police  guard  he  could  have  returned;  he 
could  have  read  the  note  from  Bill;  he  could  have  followed 
her  down  to  the  pier. 

"Why  would  Laideau  threaten  me  ?  If  it  was  Laideau  at  the 
pier?" 

"Was  it  Laideau?" 

"I  don't  know.  I  only  saw  the  black  thing,  flapping,  looking 
like  a  scarecrow,  watching  me  .  .  ." 

"Watching  you!"  cried  Bill  suddenly.  He  stood  up  quickly. 
"But  that's  it!  Watching  you.  Wanting  to  know  why  you'd 
gone  there.  Why  I  asked  you  to  go  to  the  pier.  Why  you  were 
wearing  somebody  else's  dress  and  not  your  own.  It  isn't  any- 
thing you  actually  know— it's  what  the  murderer  things  you 
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know  that  makes  it  dangerous  for  you.  When  I  talked  to 
Manson  I  asked  him  why  he'd  warned  you  about  taking  risks. 
He  said  it  was  only  on  principle.  He  said  protecting  witnesses 
was  one  of  the  hardest  jobs  a  policeman  had.  But  he  said,  too, 
that  the  smear  of  blood  on  the  rug  in  your  room  could  be 
another  false  clue.  He  said  it  was  too  obvious,  like  the  other 
clues  scattered  around.  He  said — well,  he  said  he  didn't  want 
another  murder  that  might  be  arranged  to  look  like  suicide. 
And — well,  confession,"  said  Bill.  "I  think  he  believes  that 
your  finding  Andre  was  a  plant.  As  I  do.  On  that  basis  there 
have  been  more  attempts  to  implicate  you  than  anyone  else. 
And  on  any  basis,  he  wants  to  keep  all  of  us  alive!  But, 
Marny,  think  hard.  Is  there  anything  that  you  know?  Some- 
thing that  could  make  you  a  potential  threat  to  the  murderer  ? 
To  anybody?  Tim — Judith — Winnie — Laideau — Charlie  In- 
gram. Think,  Marny." 

But  there  wasn't  anything.  A  medley  of  small  facts,  many 
of  them,  and  nothing  that  was  really  important.  The  storm 
hurled  upon  the  house,  shaking  it,  rattling  doors,  thrusting 
frantically  against  the  boarded-up  windows. 

"Tell  me  again  how  the  thing  you  called  a  scarecrow 
looked.  Exactly." 

There  was  nothing  to  describe,  a  bodiless,  faceless,  flapping 
black  thing.  She  told  him  again,  as  nearly  as  she  could. 

"All  right,"  said  Bill.  "Wait  .  .  ." 

He  went  out  and  closed  the  door  behind  him.  The  little 
study  was  brightly  lighted,  white  and  coral,  made  for  pleasant 
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normal  living.  It  seemed  just  then  frighteningly  empty  and 
lonely.  And  because  of  the  uproar  of  the  storm,  because  of  the 
wide  hall  and  stairway  between  it  and  the  drawing  room,  it 
seemed  shut  of?  and  remote  from  the  rest  of  the  house.  Noth- 
ing could  happen.  Even  if  Laideau  were  on  the  island,  crouch- 
ing under  the  swaying,  frantic  shubbery,  making  his  way 
into  the  house,  even  Laideau  would  not  attempt  to  murder 
her  with  four  other  people  across  the  hall.  Within  the  sound 
of  her  voice. 

Except,  of  course,  no  one  could  hear  her  voice  through  the 
tumult  of  the  storm.  The  wind  was  increasing  in  violence. 
The  loosened  shutter  somewhere  in  the  house  banged  and 
banged  again. 

Suppose  Laideau  had  loosened  it;  suppose  he  had  crept 
back  into  the  house,  with  his  great  arms  and  hands  and  little 
ugly  eyes.  Creeping  from  one  gloomy  unlighted  room  to  an- 
other. Waiting. 

The  only  thing  she  knew  that  was  incriminating  to  any- 
body actually  was  Tim's  threat  to  Andre.  "I'd  like  to  see  him 
hanged."  But  why  would  Tim  have  murdered  Cecily  ? 

The  storm  was  a  live  thing,  seeking  to  tear  down,  ravage, 
destroy.  The  vines  beat  against  the  window  so  furiously  that 
she  did  not  hear  the  door  open. 

But  she  did  sense  a  presence  or  a  motion.  She  whirled 
around  and  would  have  screamed,  but  her  throat  wouldn't  let 
a  sound  break  through.  And  the  man  standing  there,  in  a 
black  raincoat  with  a  cape  and  a  black  thing  like  a  mask  on 
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his  face,  whipped  off  the  black  mask  and  cried,  "Marny, 
Marny,  I  didn't  mean  to  frighten  you!  I  only  wanted  to  show 
you  what  I'd  found.  To  see  if  it  was  the  same.  Forgive  me, 
Marny.  .  .  ." 

It  was  Bill.  He  slid  out  of  the  raincoat  and  ran  to  her.  Ker 
knees  were  shaking  and  weak.  She  sank  down  into  a  chair. 
He  cried,  "I'm  a  fool!  I  only  meant  .  .  .  Marny,  forgive  me! 
I  have  no  sense!  I  .  .  ." 

He  was  holding  both  her  hands.  The  black  mackintosh  lay 
in  a  heap  on  the  floor.  She  stared  at  the  black  cloth  he  had  tied 
across  his  face  like  a  mask.  It  was  a  large  black  chiffon  hand- 
kerchief. He  said,  "I  found  these  things  in  the  hall  closet. 
Anybody  in  the  house  could  have  worn  them.  It  doesn't  mean 
that  anybody  did  wear  them.  I  still  think  it's  queer  that 
Charlie  Ingram  turned  up,  just  then." 

She  said,  whispering,  "Let  me  see  the  handkerchief." 

He  held  it  toward  her.  It  was  very  large  with  a  lace  "J," 
beautifully  worked  in  the  corner.  She  let  it  fall  from  her  hand. 
Judith.  With  her  suddenly  ravaged,  old-looking  face.  Judith. 

Bill  said  again,  "Marny,  I  am  a  fool.  I  never  meant  to  .  .  . 
I  only  wanted  to  know  if  this  mackintosh  and  the  scarf  tied 
around  my  face  looked  at  all  like  whoever  it  was  who  fol- 
lowed you  to  the  pier." 

"Yes  .  .  ." 

"Then  it  means  that  it  was  somebody  in  the  house.  Some- 
body who  had  access  to  these  things.  That — or  Charlie.  What 
did  he  do  when  he  came  into  the  house  with  you?  Did  he 
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stay  right  there  in  the  drawing  room,  or  did  he  leave  it?" 
"He  left.  He  went  into  the  dining  room.  At  least  I  suppose 
he  went  to  the  dining  room.  He  said  he  wanted  a  drink  and 
Tim  said  to  go  to  the  dining  room.'* 

"Then  it  could  have  been  Charlie.  These  black  mackin- 
toshes aren't  unusual.  He's  got  one;  I  saw  it.  Here's  another. 
It  doesn't  seem  to  be  wet,  but  it  was  hanging  there  in  the 
closet.  I  suppose  there'd  have  been  time  for  it  to  dry.  Or  per- 
haps if  someone  really  did  wear  it,  whoever  it  was  could  have 
got  to  the  house,  just  as  the  rain  began." 

"It  began  to  rain  as  we  went  toward  the  house.  Bill,  it 
couldn't  have  been  Tim." 

"Who  said  it  was?"  said  Bill  promptly,  but  he  eyed  her 
rather  searchingly.  He  said,  "Why  exactly  did  you  say  that?" 
"Bill,  suppose  it  is  somebody  we  know  and  like." 
"Suppose  it  is,"  said  Bill.  "You  must  have  thought  of  that 
before  now.  Andre  was  tied  up  with  all  of  them.  I  spent  part 
of  the  day  talking  to  Manson.  He  seems  to  be  concentrating 
on  motive  and  clues  to  Cecily's  murder.  He  has  so  many  clues, 
you  see.  There's  a  clue  to  Andre — his  cigarette  case.  There 
are  those  hibiscus  blossoms  and  you  are  the  only  person,  ex- 
cept Andre  and  me,  who  was  near  the  hibiscus  hedge.  Unless 
Cecily  herself  was  there,  and  I  don't  think  she'd  have  been 
picking  flowers,  not  if  she  was  in  the  state  she  obviously  was 
in  when  she  came  to  your  room.  Unless  ..."  A  sudden 
thought  seemed  to  strike  him.  He  stopped  for  a  moment, 
frowning,  thinking,  and  said  slowly,  "Unless  she  did  come 
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along  the  driveway.  Unless  she  was  the  person  you  felt  was 
there — felt  it  so  strongly  that  you  looked.  If  she  was  there 
..."  Excitement  came  into  his  face.  "Marny,  don't  you  see  ? 
That  could  explain  her  coming  to  you.  Suppose  she  saw  you 
with  Andre.  Suppose  she  saw  him  make  a  fervent  sort  of  pass 
at  you.  Suppose  she  loitered  there  and  watched  and  pulled 
the  flowers  in  case  somebody  was  watching,  for  an  excuse, 
anything  to  explain  her  standing  around,  watching.  Suppose 
that's  why  she  came  to  you.  It's  been  bothering  me,  that.  She 
had  to  have  some  reason  to  come  to  you.  She  wouldn't  be 
likely  to  pull  a  gun  on  somebody — just  anybody — without 
thinking  that  it  was  the  woman  Andre  was  in  love  with.  Sup- 
pose she  saw  you  and  Andre;  suppose  she  leaped  to  con- 
clusions. He'd  been  separated  from  her,  and  obviously,  some 
time,  either  that  night  after  you  and  he  went  to  the  house, 
or  before  his  trip  to  New  York,  he'd  told  her  he  was  through 
with  her.  She  saw  you  and  Andre  in  a — a  clinch,"  said  Bill. 
"You  went  to  the  house  together.  She  followed  you.  She 
watched — there's  plenty  of  shrubbery  around  there  and  she 
could  have  seen  both  of  you  go  along  the  balcony  without 
your  being  aware  of  her.  That's  how  she  could  have  found 
your  room.  That  bothered  me,  too.  How  would  she  select  your 
room  when  she  didn't  even  know  the  house,  when  she'd 
never  been  there  before?" 

"It  could  have  been  Cecily,  going  along  the  balcony.  I  came 
up  to  my  room  and  left  Andre  there  at  the  door.  Judith  came 
into  my  room  and  we  talked  for  a  few  moments.  Then  there 


«#§  288  £*> 

was  a  sort  of  shadow,  as  if  someone  had  walked  along  the  bal- 
cony. Yes,  it  could  have  been  Cecily.  .  .  ." 

"That's  when  she  talked  to  Andre!  She  followed  him, 
talked  to  him.  He  was  brutal  with  her;  he  would  be.  She  came 
back  and  had  seen  you  go  into  that  room.  But  she  .  .  ."  He 
stopped,  with  a  queer,  inward  look  of  intense  thought.  "I 
still  think  that  she  thought  you  were  Judith.  Tim's  a  very 
rich  man  and  everybody  knows  it.  Judith  could  have  got 
money  from  him  either  by  way  of  divorce  from  Tim  and 
marriage  to  Andre.  Or,  if  Andre  could  work  it,  and  he  prob- 
ably could  have,  he  may  have  intended,  some  way,  to  black- 
mail Judith.  And  then  there's  Winnie.  Maybe  he  wanted  to 
marry  her.  In  any  case,  he  was  through  with  Cecily.  He'd 
used  her  money.  She  was  a  stone  around  his  neck.  He  in- 
tended to  get  rid  of  her,  in  any  way  he  could." 

"I'm  the  bread-and-butter  type,"  Winnie  had  said.  Marny 
said  slowly,  "But  Winnie  ...  I  don't  know  .  .  .  She's  not 
.  .  ."  she  hesitated.  "She's  just  not  the  type  to  .  .  ." 

".  .  .  to  say  'all  for  love  and  the  world  well  lost'?  You  don't 
know  a  thing  about  it.  I  don't  suppose  she's  had  much  mas- 
culine attention.  She's  not  like  Judith  and  you!"  His  brown 
face  with  its  square  Scottish  features  had  a  flicker  of  brief 
amusement.  "There  are  some  women,"  he  said  unexpectedly, 
"who  if  they  were  in  the  bottom  of  a  well,  would  still  have 
some  hapless  male  rallying  around  trying  to  get  them  out. 
Not  Winnie.  But  if  Andre  was  making  a  play  for  her  she'd 
take  it  hard."  The  flicker  of  amusement  left  his  face.  He 
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added  somberly:  "They  found  her  earring  near  Cecily's 
body." 

"If  Winnie  was  in  love  with  Andre  she  wouldn't  murder 
him!" 

Bill  stared  at  the  rug.  Another  furious  onslaught  of  wind 
and  rain  surged  upon  the  house.  He  said  slowly,  "Neither 
would  Judith,  if  it  came  to  that.  If  she  were  actually  in  love 
with  Andre  and  wanted  him.  That's  the  flaw." 

Someone  knocked  hard  at  the  door  and  opened  it.  Charlie 
Ingram  adjusted  his  monocle,  peered  in  at  them,  said,  "I  say, 
may  I  come  in?"  and  did  so.  Promptly,  so  it  had  a  surrepti- 
tious effect  of  ducking  out  of  sight  in  case  anyone  was  in  the 
hall.  "Thought  I  saw  you  come  in  here,  old  chap!"  His 
popped  eyes  shot  nervously  around  the  room,  rested  for  a 
second  on  the  mackintosh,  and  came  back  to  Bill.  "I  .  .  . 
Well,  you  know,  old  chap!  Honest  confession  and  all  that. 
I  .  .  ."  He  gulped  and  said,  "I  was  here  last  night.  When 
you  got  home  from  dinner.  Lights  of  the  car  caught  me.  I 
ducked  into  the  shrubbery.  You  came  after  me.  I  sneaked 
around  the  hedge,  across  behind  the  tennis  court,  got  to  the 
pier  and  into  my  boat.  I'd  rowed  over.  But  it  was  me  you 
chased.  Er — sorry,  and  all  that.  Wouldn't  do  to  admit  it  to 
the  police,  you  know.  Don't  like  murder." 

"You  were  here?"  demanded  Bill. 

Charlie  nodded. 

"Why?" 

"Well,  didn't  want  to  tell.  But  I  .  .  .  Fact  is,  I  lost  my  ham- 
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mer.  I  discovered  it  was  gone  last  night.  Couldn't  sleep,  you 
know.  Knew  I'd  have  to  board  up  the  house  first  thing  this 
morning.  So  I  went  out  to  the  little  tool  house  to  get  things 
in  shape.  I'm  an  orderly  fellow,  you  know,  old  bachelor. 
Hah!"  He  started  to  laugh,  broke  off  abruptly,  stared  at  Bill 
and  said,  "I  got  worried.  Came  over  here.  Intended  to  look 
for  it  in  the  garage.  They  keep  their  tools  there." 

"Why  were  you  worried?" 

Charlie  blinked  rapidly.  "Just — just  worried." 

"Why?" 

"Well,  damn  it  all!"  exploded  Charlie.  "Girl  had  been  mur- 
dered. My  hammer  gone.  Don't  keep  servants  myself;  do  my 
own  chores;  keeps  me  in  shape.  Knew  I  hadn't  lost  it.  Some- 
body had  to  take  it.  Hammers  can't  walk.  Shadow  Island 
nearest  place.  And — well,  girl  had  been  murdered.  Didn't 
want  my  hammer  to  be  found  here." 

"But  Cecily  was  shot." 

"Well,  hell's  bells,"  shouted  Charlie,  "how'd  I  know  what 
might  happen  ?  Besides,  I  wanted  my  hammer.  So  I  came  to 
see  if  it  was  here." 

"Why  did  you  run  from  me?" 

Charlie  glared.  "Because  I  knew  just  how  this  would 
sound,"  he  snapped.  "You  don't  believe  it.  You  wouldn't  have 
believed  it  then.  But  it's  the  truth." 

"Did  you  find  your  hammer?" 

"No!  It's  still  gone.  I  borrowed  one  this  afternoon  but 
didn't  see  mine  anywhere.  It's  my  private  opinion  that  Durant 
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was  knocked  senseless  with  it.  Easy  thing  to  do.  And  my 
hammer's  at  the  bottom  of  the  bay.  It  could  have  been  taken 
any  time  yesterday." 

"Police  were  at  the  gate — police  were  at  the  pier.  Nobody 
could  have  gone  to  your  place  without  being  seen." 

Charlie  blinked  again,  paused,  sniffed  angrily  and  said, 
"Well,  maybe.  I  didn't  think  of  that.  But  that's  why  I  was 
here.  And  now  I've  thought  it  over  I'm  going  to  tell  Manson. 
Thought  I  ought  to  tell  you,  too.  Didn't  expect  any  thanks 
for  it.  Besides" — he  paused,  gave  a  sort  of  angry  gurgle,  said 
furiously — "besides,  I've  lost  a  gun.  A  revolver.  Mine."  He 
turned  hurriedly  to  the  door  and  left,  banging  it  behind  him. 

After  a  long  pause,  Bill  said  slowly,  "It  sounds  true.  Mud- 
dled and  scared  and  afraid  of  getting  mixed  up  in  any  pos- 
sible way  in  trouble.  But  is  it  true?  Just  how  far  do  you 
think  Charlie  Ingram's  devotion  to  Judith  would  carry  him? 
I  mean,  well,  suppose  Andre  was  blackmailing  Judith  and 
she  told  Charlie.  Do  you  think  he'd  drop  the  old-school  tie, 
English-gentleman-in-the-tropics  manner,  and  kill  him?" 

"I  don't  know.  .  .  .  Oh,  Bill,  I  don't  know." 

"There's  that  clue  to  him.  His  monocle  ribbon.  There's  a 
clue  to  everybody.  Winnie's  earring.  Judith's  handkerchief, 
which  misfired  because  Winnie  and  not  the  police  found  it. 
The  cigarettes  with  Tim's  fingerprint  on  one  of  them.  I've 
never  seen  him  without  a  cigarette  in  his  hand.  He  smokes 
without  knowing  that  he's  doing  it.  He'd  leave  cigarette  ends 
strewn  and  never  know  it.  But  on  the  other  hand  they  could 
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have  been  planted.  Even  Andre's  cigarette  case  could  have 
been  planted.  The  hibiscus  which,  if  Cecily  didn't  pick  them 
as  she  might  have  done,  suggested  you  because  you  had  been 
in  the  pool,  you  had  gone  through  the  hibiscus  hedge  twice. 
Anybody  in  the  house  might  have  known  it.  Laideau's  re- 
volver. The  cast  of  the  letters  scrawled  in  the  sand  .  .  ."  Bill 
broke  off  suddenly. 

He  looked  at  her,  straight  and  hard  and  long  and  didn't 
apparently  see  her  at  all.  He  took  a  quick  breath.  His  face  was 
hard  and  suddenly  rather  grim.  As  if  all  at  once,  inwardly, 
he  had  conceived  and  passed  a  dreadful  judgment.  He  looked 
at  her  and  thought  and  the  wind  hurled  against  the  house, 
and  Bill  said  suddenly,  "I'm  going  to  search  the  house.  I 
believe  Laideau  is  here.  I  believe  .  .  .  Marny,  stay  here,  I'll 
be  back " 

He  turned  swiftly,  gathering  up  the  black  mackintosh  and 
Judith's  chifTon  handkerchief.  He  glanced  into  the  hall  and 
apparently  no  one  was  there,  for  he  went  quickly  out  the 
door,  the  mackintosh  and  the  chiffon  handkerchief  over  his 
arm.  He  closed  it  behind  him. 

But  if  Charlie  had  killed  Andre,  he  wouldn't  have  called 
attention  to  it  like  that,  would  he?  Unless — unless  the  ham- 
mer was  not,  as  he  said,  in  the  bay  but  actually  somewhere  on 
Shadow  Island.  Unless  he  knew  it  would  be  found  and  iden- 
tified. Unless  he  wanted  to  cover  himself  before  that  discov- 
ery. Suppose  out  of  all  those  clues  the  one  real  clue  was  the 
ribbon  of  Charlie's  monocle;  suppose  it  had  been  actually 
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Charlie  down  at  the  pier  with  Cecily.  He  had  worn  a  white 
dinner  jacket,  she  remembered  suddenly  and  sharply.  Sup 
pose  the  you  .  \  looking  down  (so  briefly,  from  so  tar 

above)  had  taken  it  to  be  a  white  dress! 

Suppose  Cecily  had  threatened  Judith  as  she  had  threat- 
ened Mamv.  Judith  had  said  that  Andre  was  m  her  room 
during  the  time  when  Cecily  was  murdered  and  Andre  had 

•ad.  'Rut  he  would  have  been  quick  to  see  the  value  oi    h  ! 
alibi  Judith  had  offered,  and  to  take  a^--  rose 

actually  Cecily  had  come  to  Judith  and  Judith  had  turned  to 

Charlie  for  help,  relying  on  his  aiTeetion  for  her.  He  could 
have,  actually,  arrived  earlv  Ano\  followed  Cecily  to  the  pier 
xnd  Struggled  with  her  and  taken  the  gun  from  her.  And 
shot  her  with  it  just  at  the  time  when  one  oi  the  outboard 
motors  went  past.  Suppose  Cecily's  childish,  thin  white  |] 
had  snatched  at  him — and  broken  that  ribbon.  And  it,  amid 
all  the  false  clues,  was  the  real  one  that  Charlie  couldn't  find; 
that  he  had  to  cover  by  hurriedly  arranging  others. 

There  was  the  time  element  to  reckon  with.  There  had  to 
be  some  time  for  him  to  arrange  the  false  clues.  But,  later, 
pub'  tsping  at  the  alibi  Judith  had  given  him,  Andre 

had  privately  attempted  to  blackmail  Judith  or  Charlie! 

Wdd  it  been  Judith  on  the  balcony,  listening,  tiptoeing  into 

Murny's  room  while  Charlie  made  his  escape  through  the 
shrubbery?  And  now,  losing  his  nerve,  tried  to  cover  it? 
(Nobody  apparently  had  remembered  his  white  dinner 
jacket') 
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Bill  was  returning  already.  The  door  was  opening.  He  was 
wearing  the  mackintosh  again  and  the  black  chiffon  hand- 
kerchief across  his  face,  and  he  slid  silently  into  the  room. 
Only  it  wasn't,  this  time,  Bill  Cameron! 

The  storm  rose  and  screamed  and  tore  at  the  house  and 
everything  in  it.  If  she  had  screamed  with  all  the  force  in  her 
body  no  one  could  have  heard  it  over  the  frantic  wind  and 
rain. 

The  shiny,  caped,  black  mackintosh  came  forward,  not 
flapping  this  time  but  quite  slowly  and  purposefully. 


CHAPTER  22 


She  hadn't  known  that  she  could  struggle  like  that.  She 
hadn't  known  that  she  could  writhe  and  fight  and  duck  and 
squirm  away  from  those  queerly  powerful  arms.  She  hadn't 
known  she  had  such  strength.  She  hadn't  known  the  desper- 
ate fighting  courage  of  the  cornered  human  animal. 

She  had  no  breath  in  her  lungs  and  her  hair  was  torn  over 
her  face  and  she  screamed,  gasping,  for  help  and  the  wind  and 
the  rain  and  the  surging,  rattling  house  itself  drowned  her 
screams  and  she  fought  and  struggled  and  writhed  herself 
away  and  snatched  a  chair  for  a  weapon  only  to  have  it 
wrested  away  from  her. 

She  knew  who  it  was,  instinctively,  by  primitive,  certain 
and  horrible  recognition  before  the  shiny  black  cape  slipped, 
disclosing  Winnie's  neat  brown  hair,  before  the  chiffon  hand- 
kerchief came  down  showing  Winnie's  set,  blue-white  face, 
her  lipsticked  mouth  drawn  back  from  her  regular  white 
teeth,  her  eyes  bright  and  granite-hard  like  Tim's,  fighting. 
Her  arms  and  hands  were  incredibly  strong — tennis  and  golf 
and  swimming  had  done  that.  She  was  wily,  determined, 
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fighting  physically  as  hard  as  Tim  Wales  had  ever  fought 
with  his  brain.  Fighting  for  her  life.  She  slid  out  of  the 
entangling,  hampering  mackintosh.  There  were  gloves  on 
those  strong,  athletic  hands,  and  she  had  a  revolver. 

"Winnie,  that's  a  revolver!  Don't  .  .  ." 

"It's  Charlie's." 

"They'll  hear  you— they're  right  across  the  hall— they'll 
know  you  did  it!" 

Winnie  was  matter-of-fact  and  certain.  "Charlie  and  Father 
have  gone  out  to  see  what  damage  the  storm  is  doing  to  the 
pier.  Nobody  will  hear.  The  storm's  too  loud." 

"Winnie,  you  can't  .  .  ." 

"I've  got  to,"  said  Winnie.  And  jerked  the  small  chair  out 
of  Marny's  grasp.  She  caught  one  of  Marny's  hands  and  was 
reaching  for  the  other. 

"You  had  my  blue  dress.  I  saw  you.  I  read  the  letter." 

"But  I  didn't  think  it  was  you  .  .  ." 

Winnie  said,  "You  know  now.  It's  my  life  or  yours.  That 
was  the  way  it  was  with  Cecily.  She  threatened  me.  She  had 
a  gun.  I  had  to  take  it  away  from  her.  I  didn't  mean  to  kill 
her.  Then  it  was  too  late." 

Marny  groped  desperately  for  some  weapon  on  the  desk — a 
paperweight,  a  book,  anything;  there  was  nothing.  The  door 
was  locked.  She  screamed  and  the  storm  was  so  furious  and 
loud  that  the  scream  could  scarcely  have  been  heard  on  the 
other  side  of  the  door.  There  was  no  hatred  in  Winnie's  face. 
Only  her  eyes  blazed,  like  Tim's.  She  got  Marny's  free  hand 
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and  dragged  it  down  and  suddenly  had  both  her  wrists, 
gripped  in  one  gloved  hand.  "Tell  me  one  thing,"  said  Win- 
nie, holding  her,  helpless  and  panting  and  weak  from  that 
struggle.  "Does  Bill  Cameron  know  the  truth?" 

"Yes,"  said  Bill  Cameron  in  the  doorway. 

Winnie  jerked  around  but  held  tight  to  Marny.  Marny, 
straining  against  Winnie,  felt  something  cold  and  hard 
against  her  temple. 

"All  right,"  said  Winnie,  "you  asked  for  this.  If  you  call  for 
help  I'll  shoot  to  kill.  .  .  .  Close  the  door  behind  you." 

Winnie's  hold  did  not  relax.  If  anything,  it  was  tighter. 
The  revolver  pressed  against  Marny's  temple  was  cold  and 
hard.  Bill  came  inside  the  room  and  closed  the  door. 

The  loosened  shutter  banged.  Wind  tore  at  the  island 
madly.  Bill  said,  not  moving,  only  looking  at  Winnie,  "You 
went  to  get  flowers  for  the  dinner  table.  You  met  Cecily  when 
she  returned.  She'd  realized  that  it  was  not  Marny  Andre 
meant  to  marry,  but  you.  You  talked  to  Cecily.  You  prevailed 
upon  her  to  go  back  down  to  the  pier.  And  there  in  a  last 
burst  of  hysteria  she  turned  the  revolver  on  you.  You  took  it 
away  from  her  and  she  fell.  You  were  stronger — so  much 
stronger.  The  ensign,  flying  over  the  island,  saw  that  much. 
He  thought  your  dress  was  white;  in  the  dusk  it  looked  white 
— you  were  actually  wearing  light  blue.  You  had  the  revolver 
in  your  hand  and  you  shot  her.  In  self-defense,  I  think.  I 
think,  really,  you  were  afraid.  And  then — Andre  decided  to 
blackmail  you.  He  knew  somehow  that  you  had  killed  her." 
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"He  guessed,"  said  Winnie  suddenly.  "I  had  to  .  .  ." 

Bill  said  very  softly,  "Now  is  your  chance.  Nobody's  in  the 
kitchen  or  the  dining  room.  You  can  go  that  way." 

It  was  queer,  thought  Marny  numbly,  that  he  was  so  kind. 
His  voice  was  almost  gentle.  It  was  queer  because  it  was  as 
if  he  felt  sorry  for  Winniej  who  had  killed  Cecily  and  then, 
somehow,  killed  Andre.  Who  would  kill  her  if  Bill  made  a 
move  to  save  her. 

Bill's  eyes  were  brilliant  in  a  face  that  looked  queer  and 
rigid  and  gray.  He  said  again,  "You'd  better  go.  I've  just 
talked  to  Manson  over  the  phone." 

Winnie's  tight,  hard  grip  did  not  relax  nor  the  cold  pres- 
sure of  the  revolver.  She  said,  in  a  matter-of-fact  voice  that 
was  as  queer,  really,  as  Bill's  gentleness,  "What  does  Manson 
know?" 

"He  knows  that  the  flowers  under  Cecily  and  your  earrings 
were  the  real  clues  in  all  the  false  ones.  You  dropped  those. 
He  knows  the  flower  bowl  on  the  dining-room  table  was 
empty.  I  saw  it  and  Marny  saw  it.  You  came  to  the  dining 
room  and  found  us  there.  You  knew  we  had  seen  that.  Yet 
you  were  known  to  have  gone  to  get  flowers  and  arrange 
them  on  the  table.  Cecily  was  at  the  swimming  pool,  yes;  but 
she  wasn't  picking  flowers.  You  were  the  one  who  got  the 
flowers.  You  had  them,  when  you  killed  her;  you  picked 
them,  not  Cecily.  The  flowers  led  straight  to  you.  You  can 
shoot  Marny  and  me,  too;  there's  nothing  to  stop  you.  But  it's 
too  late.  It's  no  good.  It's  all  washed  up.  It  has  been,  for  you, 
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since  Durant,  without  even  telling  Laideau,  tried  to  black- 
mail you.  After  that  you  didn't  care.  I  wish,"  said  Bill 
honestly  and  bitterly,  "that  I'd  killed  Durant  myself." 

"Yes,"  said  Winnie  suddenly.  "Yes." 

She  released  Marny's  hands.  She  picked  up  the  mackintosh. 
Bill  did  not  move.  Winnie  said,  "It's  all  washed  up.  That's 
right.  I  didn't  mean  to  kill  Cecily.  The  gun — went  ofT.  I  had 
one  of  Judith's  handkerchiefs — that  was  accident.  The  maid 
had  made  a  mistake  and  put  it  among  mine.  I  tried  to  stop 
the  bleeding.  Then  it  was  too  late.  I  buried  the  revolver. 
It's  queer,  but  I — I  didn't  think  about  throwing  it  in  the  bay. 
So  near.  I  ran  to  the  house  and  I  thought — so  fast.  I  had  wiped 
off  the  revolver.  I  remembered  that.  I  got  upstairs  and  no  one 
saw  me.  Judith  and  Andre  were  in  her  room.  My" — her  voice 
changed,  became  rough  and  uneven — "my  father  was  in  his 
room.  And  then  I  looked  in  the  mirror  and  I'd  lost  an  ear- 
ring. And  all  at  once  I  remembered  it  had  slid  off,  down  into 
the  grass,  as  I  struggled  with  Cecily.  The  police  would  find  it. 
tf  I  went  back  I  might  be  able  to  find  it,  but  if  I  couldn't  they 
Ivould  later.  And  there  wasn't  much  time  and  it  was  getting 
dark  and  suppose  I  couldn't  find  it.  So  I  .  .  .  It  was  then  I 
thought  of  other  clues.  I  thought,  I'll  place  clues,  lots  of  them, 
so  they'll  suspect  everybody.  I  thought  quickly.  There  was  the 
broken  ribbon  from  Charlie's  monocle.  I  remembered  that. 
I'd  shoved  it  into  a  drawer  of  the  hall  table,  days  ago.  I  had 
Judith's  handkerchief;  I  intended  to  leave  that  beside  Cecily. 
Nobody  would  suspect  my  father;  he  didn't  even  know 
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Cecily;  so  I  gathered  up  some  cigarette  ends  quickly  as  I 
passed  the  ash  tray  in  the  hall;  I  came  down  at  once,  you  see. 
I  didn't  know  the  revolver  belonged  to  Laideau.  I  didn't 
know  he  was  there-  Oh,  yes,  and  Andre's  cigarette  case.  He 
was  safe,  too,  even  i£  I  left  a  clue  to  him  because  I  knew  he 
was  with  Judith.  I  knew  he  had  an  alibi.  But  if  I  left  enough 
clues,  you  see,  then  everybody  would  be  suspected.  Andre's 
case  was  on  the  table  in  the  hall  too,  beside  the  ash  tray.  There 
was  nothing  I  could  get  that  belonged  to  Marny.  And  I  knew 
she  must  be  in  her  room,  dressing.  I  had  to  hurry — there  was 
so  little  time." 

She  took  an  uneven  breath.  "I  ran  back  to  the  pier,  on  the 
other  side  of  the  bamboos  so  nobody  could  see  me  from  the 
house.  I  tried  to  find  the  earring  but  I  couldn't.  ...  I 
couldn't  stand  it!  Looking  for  it.  In  the  dusk.  So  near  her. 
I  gave  up.  I  threw  the  cigarette  case  toward  the  bay;  I  dropped 
the  handful  of  cigarette  ends  around;  I  dropped  the  broken 
ribbon.  I  even  thought  of  the  sand  and  drew  letters  on  it  with 
my  finger — near  enough  for  her  to  have  reached  it.  C — A — M. 
...  So  there  would  be  another  clue  to  help  hide  the  real 
one — my  earring.  But  I  forgot  the  handkerchief.  I  was  upset, 
you  see.  I'd  left  it  in  my  room  on  the  dressing  table.  I  had  to 
give  that  up,  I  thought  then.  I  got  back  to  the  house  and  still 
nobody  was  in  the  hall  or  the  drawing  room.  It  didn't  take 
any  time  at  all.  It  seemed  so — so  strange  to  me  afterward,  that 
so  much  could  have  happened  in  so  little  time.  I  waited  so  as 
to  be  sure  everybody  had  arrived.  I  forgot  the  hibiscus  flowers 


«*§  301  ^ 
too — I  hid  the  handkerchief  in  my  room  because  while  I  was 
waiting  I  thought  of  a  way  to  add  to  the  clues.  I'd  tell  Marny 
about  it  and  show  it  to  her  and  then  burn  it.  She'd  tell  the 
police.  I  was  sure  of  it.  It  would  be  better  to  come  from  her. 
Only  you  didn't  tell  the  police,  Marny.  And  then  I  began  to 
wonder.  Cecily  had  said  so  much.  I  hadn't  had  a  chance  to 
think  of  what  she'd  said.  But  she  said  she'd  come  to  you, 
Marny,  that  she'd  seen  Andre  kissing  you,  there  by  the  pool. 
And  I  began  to  think  and  wonder  and  I  wanted  to  know  if 
he'd  made  love  to  you  that  week  in  New  York.  I  had  to 
know.  I  could  tell  by  your  face,  Marny,  when  I  asked  you  to 
tell  Father  that  Andre  had  made  love  to  you,  in  order,  I  said, 
to  save  Judith,  that  there  was  something.  I  began  to — to 
change,  I  think."  She  stopped. 

A  mask  had  settled  down  over  her  face  like  a  white  layer 
of  wax.  She  went  on  again,  not  looking  at  anyone,  seeming  to 
search  for  facts  in  her  own  mind.  "No.  Not  really  to  change. 
Not  then.  I  still  loved  Andre.  I  hadn't  meant  to  kill  Cecily. 
It  was  the  revolver  that  did  it.  She  aimed  it  at  me;  I  had  to 
take  it  away  from  her.  And  then  the  next  day  Andre  came 
to  me  alone  and  said  he  thought  I'd  killed  her.  He  said  he 
wouldn't  tell  anybody.  But  he  wouldn't  marry  me.  .  .  .  We'd 
planned  that,  you  know.  He  hadn't  told  me  anything  about 
Cecily.  I  didn't  know  he  was  married  until  Cecily  told  me 
herself." 

"Winnie  .  .  ."  whispered  Marny,  her  throat  tight. 

"He  said  if  I'd  pay  him  enough  he'd  not  tell,  ever.  I  knew 


«#§  302  ^ 
then — what  he  was.  I — yes,  of  course,  it  was  all  washed  up, 
then." 

Bill  said,  "Don't,  Winnie.  You  mustn't  talk  so  much. 
There's  not  time." 

"Time  ?  No.  No,  of  course  there's  not  time,"  she  said  mat- 
ter-of-factly;,  looking  at  Bill.  "I  traced  your  name,  the  begin- 
ning of  it,  there  in  the  sand  near  her.  It's  queer.  How  fast  I 
thought,  I  mean.  But  it  didn't  matter,  any  of  it.  He  never 
loved  me,  you  know.  Andre  .  .  ." 

She  gathered  up  the  mackintosh  and  went  to  the  door.  Bill 
stood  aside  and  she  went  out  quietly,  as  if  she  were  going 
about  some  errand.  Bill  made  no  effort  to  stop  her.  The  door 
closed.  The  wind  howled  and  slashed  at  the  island  and  the 
house  and  everything  around  it. 

Bill  went  to  the  window  and  stood  there,  staring  at  the 
blank  boards  on  the  outside  of  it. 

"Bill  .  .  ." 

"It's  all  right.  Wait." 

"Manson  .  .  ." 

"Manson's  not  here.  He's  coming.  But  he's  not  here  yet." 

"Bill— her  eyes  .  .  ." 

"I  know,"  he  said  roughly.  "I  know.  Do  you  think  it's 
easy?"  He  sat  down  suddenly  and  put  his  head  in  his  hands 
and  held  them  there,  over  his  face.  For  a  long  time.  As  if  he 
were  counting. 

"But  she  has  a  revolver.  She  .  .  ." 

"Be  quiet,"  he  said  savagely  behind  those  locked  brown 


«*§  3°3  ^ 
hands.  "Wait  .  .  ."  The  tone  of  his  voice  covered  pain.  "The 
Andres  of  the  world,"  he'd  said.  "Men  know  what  to  do  with 
them." 

But  women  didn't.  Cecily.  Winnie. 

Judith  opened  the  door  and  came  in.  She  said,  "Where  is 
Winnie?" 

Bill  lifted  his  head.  He  did  not  speak  and  neither  did 
Marny.  Judith  looked  for  a  long  moment  at  Bill  and  then  at 
Marny.  She  swayed  a  little,  dizzily,  and  grasped  the  edge  of 
the  desk,  and  said,  "You  knew." 

"There'll  never  be  a  trial." 

Judith  said  huskily,  great  dark  eyes  staring,  as  if  hungry  for 
reassurance.  "Never?" 

"Never,"  said  Bill.  "You  can  tell  Tim  that." 

"Tim.  Oh,  yes,  Tim  knows,  too.  I  saw  it  in  his  eyes.  I  don't 
know  how  he  knows.  He  thought  I  did  it.  And  then  he 
thought  it  was  Winnie.  Either  way,  you  see,  it  was  tragedy. 
And  I  could  have  stopped  it." 

"No,"  said  Bill.  "You  couldn't  have  stopped  it.  From  the 
moment  Andre  met  you  and  Winnie  he  was  determined  to 
get  one  of  you.  He  stood  to  get  the  most  money  with  Winnie." 

"But  she  loved  him,"  said  Judith  in  a  husky  whisper.  "It 
was  the  first  time  she'd  ever  loved  anybody.  I  kept  hoping  it 
would  be  all  right.  I  wanted  her  to  have  what  she  wanted. 
She'd  never  been  in  love  before.  I — that  was  why  I  sent  him 
to  Tim.  I  knew  Andre  would  stand  a  better  chance  if  he  had 
a  job.  If  he  convinced  Tim  he  wasn't  a  fortune  hunter.  But 
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Tim  thought  he  was  my  lover.  Winnie  .  .  ."  She  moved  her 
beautiful  head  as  if  looking  all  around  the  little  room  yet  see- 
ing far  beyond  its  white  and  coral  walls.  "Are  you  sure?"  she 
whispered,  her  eyes  coming  back  to  Bill.  "Are  you  sure  it's 
better  this  way?" 

"It's  better  for  Tim,"  said  Bill.  "It's  better  for  you.  It's  better 
for  everybody." 

"She  told  Charlie  that  Cecily  had  seen  Marny.  I  asked 
Charlie  just  now.  He  insisted  it  was  I  on  the  telephone 
and  .  .  ." 

"Telephone?" 

"Of  course.  Didn't  he  tell  you  ?  My  voice  is  low  and  easy 
to  imitate,  you  see.  Winnie  phoned  him  and  made  him  think 
it  was  me;  he  said  it  wasn't  a  very  good  connection  and  that 
he  couldn't  hear  very  well  but  it  sounded  like  me.  He  was 
sure  it  was  my  voice.  She — she  counted  on  the  fact  that 
sooner  or  later  he'd  tell  the  police.  He'd  tell  them  that  I  had 
phoned  and  that  I  had  told  him  about  Cecily." 

"You'd  better  be  the  one  to  tell  Tim,"  said  Bill. 

"Yes.  Yes.  I've  got  to  do  that  for  him.  Yes  .  .  ."  She  paused 
for  a  moment  and  pulled  herself  upward  and  seemed  to 
gather  all  her  strength,  and  went  away  again. 

Bill  said  slowly,  "Manson  is  a  good  guy.  It'll  never  reach 
the  papers." 

"Tim  .  .  ."  said  Marny,  whispering  as  Judith  had  done. 

Bill  got  up.  "Tim's  got  courage.  He's  faced  the  suspicion 
of  it.  Judith  will  help  him.  He  loves  her.  And  she  loves  him." 
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She  thought  of  Tim's  pride.  Bill  was  right.  Tim  could  con- 
quer tragedy,  even  if  he  could  never  forget  it.  He  could  never 
have  conquered  public  humiliation  for  Winnie  and  himself. 

Bill  said  suddenly,  "Andre  Durant  murdered  Winnie  and 
murdered  Cecily  as  certainly  as  if  he  had  done  it  with  his  own 
hands."  He  paused,  then  said  wearily,  "I  ought  to  have  known 
last  night,  when  I  saw  the  cast  of  my  own  name  or  part  of  ito 
But  it  only  puzzled  me,  then,  for  I  kept  thinking  about  the 
hibiscus.  It  seemed  to  me  that  there  was  some  funny  incon- 
sistency somewhere,  only  I  couldn't  think  where  or  what. 
When  I  was  going  through  the  dining  room  to  look  for  Lai- 
deau,  I  knew.  The  silver  flower  bowl  was  on  the  dining  table 
and  it  was  empty.  It  was  empty  when  you  and  I,  after  Cecily's 
murder,  went  into  the  dining  room.  I  remember  how  it  re- 
flected the  flames  of  the  candles.  The  candles  were  lighted. 
The  table  was  set,  but  there  were  no  flowers  and  somebody, 
some  time,  said  that  Winnie  had  gone  to  fix  the  flowers.  And 
then  I  knew.  And  it  hooked  up  everything.  You  had  hap- 
pened to  wear  Winnie's  blue  dress  and  would  have  been 
attacked  if  Charlie  hadn't  blundered  along.  Her  dress,  light 
blue,  would  have  looked  white  in  the  dusk  and  from  the  air- 
plane. And  I  ought  to  have  seen  it  last  night  but  I  didn't. 
Winnie  and  you  and  Andre  were  the  only  people  who  knew 
I  had  come  to  Shadow  Island  at  all.  Whoever  left  that  clue, 
beside  Cecily,  had  to  know  my  name.  Andre  was  murdered. 
You  hadn't  done  it.  It  had  to  be  Winnie.  I  stopped  to  phone 
to  Manson.  They'd  found  Laideau,  by  the  way,  in  a  little 
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hotel,  hiding.  He  was  afraid  of  being  murdered,  too.  He 
guessed  that  Andre  had  tried  blackmail  once  too  often.  But 
he  didn't  know  it  was  Winnie.  Andre  apparently  decided  to 
doublecross  Laideau,  and  didn't  tell  him  his  real  plan." 

"Winnie  .  .  ."  said  Marny  past  a  hard,  painful  stricture  of 
her  throat. 

Bill  said,  "Not  Winnie  really.  Andre  Durant."  Suddenly 
he  put  both  arms  around  her.  "Was  it  right,  Marny  ?  What  I 
did?  Was  it  right?" 

"Yes.  Yes,  Bill.  It  was  right."  He  held  her  £or  a  moment, 
his  face  against  her  own,  and  said  slowly,  "I  think — all  my 
life — I'm  going  to  need  you." 

The  storm  passed.  It  was  not  a  bad  storm,  really.  Only  the 
rim  of  the  hurricane  had  caught  at  the  island  and  the  Beach 
and  then  whirled  out  to  sea  again.  There  was  almost  no 
damage. 

One  life  was  lost  when  Miss  Winnie  Wales,  well-known 
tennis  player,  lost  her  life  while  attempting  to  row  from 
Shadow  Island  to  another  island. 

The  sun  was  brilliant,  the  skies  blue,  the  sea  blue  and  placid. 

The  murder  case  on  Shadow  Island  dropped  out  of  the 
newspapers. 

Some  time  Tim  had  a  long  talk  with  Bill  Cameron.  He 
told  Marny  about  it,  briefly — smoking,  looking  out  across  the 
placid  blue  bay.  "This  fellow  Cameron,"  he  said,  "is  all  right. 
He  wants  me  to  string  along  with  the  others  in  a  world  con- 
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ference.  I've  always  played  a  lone  hand,  but  .  .  ."  he  paused, 
"If  there's  any  possible  way  for  civil  aviation  to  throw  in  its 
weight  for  peace,  I'm  for  it.  You  can  tell  Bill  that." 

"Yes,  Tim." 

"He — Bill  Cameron,  you  know — says  it  was  really  Durant. 
Durant  murdered  his  wife  and — and  Winnie." 

"That's  right,  Tim." 

"Yes."  He  got  up  and  stood  with  his  back  to  her.  A  ghost 
of  the  old  Tim  came  back  into  his  voice.  "You're  a  good  girl, 
Marny.  I'll  miss  you.  But  if  that  fellow  Cameron  wants  to 
marry  you,  take  him." 

They  were  on  the  porch  and  Bill  came,  just  then,  through 
the  drawing  room.  "Ready,  Marny?  We  were  going  for  a 
drive " 

But  at  the  curve  of  the  driveway  he  stopped  the  car.  The 
sun  was  brilliant,  the  banks  green  and  thick.  He  said 
abruptly,  "It  hasn't  been  long — that  you've  known  me,  I 
mean.  But  I've  loved  you  all  my  life.  I  ...  It  was  as  if  I 
recognized  you  there  in  the  pool.  That  night  I  came.  I — oh, 
hell,"  said  Bill.  "I  can't  talk."  And  took  her  in  his  arms,  as 
if  he  meant  to  hold  her  there  forever. 
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